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TO 


MARY, EMILY, NELLIE, anp CHARLOTTE, 


ANDVALLIA MY LITTLE GIkL, FRIENDS, 


Here is Pussy WILLOW in a book, just as I have promised you she 
should be. I send her to you as a Christmas and New Year’s pres- 
ent, and I hope that you will all grow up to be nice good girls like 
her, with bright, healthy faces, and cheerful hearts, and the gift of 


always seeing . 
Che Bright Side of Everpthing. 


Your loving friend, 


H. Bs STOWE. 
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a retired town of New England was 
a certain little green hollow among 
high hills ; and in this little hollow stood 
RN Ie an old brown farm-house. It was built two 
stories high in front, but the roof sloped a long way down 
behind, till it came so near the ground that any one of you 
might have jumped off from it without frightening the most 
anxious mamma. 

As I have said, this house stood in a little hollow formed 
by ever so many high hills, which rose around it much as 


waves rise around a little boat in stormy weather ; they looked, 
I 
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in fact, like green waves that had been suddenly stopped and 
hardened into mountains and hills. Upon their sides grew 
forests of pines, besides chestnut, hickory, ash, and maple 
trees, which gave them a charming variety through most of 
the months of the year. The rocks, too, in many places were 
perfectly veiled and covered with the. bright, glossy green 
leaves of the rose-laurel, while underneath the crevices were 
full of fern, saxifrage, rock-columbine, and all sorts of lovely 
things, which were most charming to explore, if one had 
energy enough to hunt them up. 

The house had no yard round it, but stood on a smooth 
green turfy knoll, and was shaded by a great elm-tree, whose 
long branches arched over, and seemed like a broad, leafy 
sky. In summer this was pleasant enough, for the morning 
sun sent straight arrows of gold hither and thither between 
the boughs and branches, and carried some of the greenness 
as they went into the chambers of the old house, and at night 
the moon and stars winked and twinkled, and made a thou- 
sand pretty plays of light and shadow as they sent their rays 
dancing over, under, and through the elm-boughs to the little 
brown house. 

It was somewhere about the first of March, I believe, when 
there was quite a stir in the ground-floor bedroom of this lit- 
tle brown house, because a very small young lady had just 
made her appearance in this world, who was the first daughter 


that had ever been given to John and Martha Primrose ; and, 
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of course, her coming was a great event. Four of the most 
respectable old matrons in the vicinity were solemnly taking 
tea and quince preserves in Martha’s bedroom, in honor of 
the great event which had just transpired, while a little bundle 
of flannel was carefully trotted and tended in the lap of the 
oldest of them, who every now and then opened the folds and 
peered in through her spectacles at a very red, sleepy little 
face that lay inside. 

“Well,” said Dame Toothacre, the eldést, “did I ever 
know such a spell of warm weather as we had the last fort- 
night?” 

“Ves,” said Ma'am Trowbridge, “it has fairly started the 
buds. Look, that pussy willow by the window is quite out.” 

“My Mary says she has seen a liverwort blossom,” said 
Dame Toothacre; “and I ’ve heard bluebirds these two 
weeks, — it’s a most uncommon season.” 

“Tf the warm weather holds on, Martha will have a good 
getting-up,” said Dame Johnson. “She’s got as plump and 
likely a little girl as I should want to see.” 

And so, after a time, night settled down in the bedroom, 
and one after another of the good old gossips went home, and 
the little bundle of flannel was tucked warmly into bed, and 
Nurse Toothacre was snoring loudly on a cot-bed in the 
corner, and the moon streamed through the willow-bush by 
the window, and marked the shadow of all the little pussy 


buds on it clearly on the white, clean floor, — when something 
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happened that nobody must know of but you and me, dear 
little folks ; and what it was I shall relate. 

There came in on the moonbeams a stream of fairy folk 
and wood spirits, to see what they could do for the new 
baby. You must know that everything that grows has its 
spirit, and these spirits not only attend on their own plants, 
but now and then do a good turn for mortals, —as, when 
plants have good and healing properties, they come to us by 
the ministry of these plant spirits. 

In the winter, when the plant seems dead, these spirits 
dwell dormant under ground ; but the warm suns of spring 
thaw them, and renew their strength, and out they come hap- 
py and strong as ever. Now, it was so early in March, that, 
if there had not been a most uncommonly warm season for a 
week or two past, there would not have been a plant spirit 
stirring, and the new baby would have had to go without the 
eifts and graces which they bring. As it was, there came 
slipping down on the moonbeam, first, old Mother Fern, all 
rolled up in a woollen shawl, with a woollen hood on her 
head, but with a face brimful of benevolence towards the new 
baby. Little Mistress Liverwort came trembling after her ; 
for it was scarcely warm enough yet to justify her putting on 
her spring clothes, and she did it only at the urgent solicita- 
tions of Bluebird, who had been besieging her doors for a 
fortnight. And, finally, there was Pussy Willow, who pru- 
dently kept on her furs, and moved so velvet-footed that 
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nobody would even suspect she was there; but they un. 
drew the curtains to get a look at the new baby. 
“Bless its heart!” said Mother Fern, peering down at it 


through her glasses. “It’s as downy as any of us.” 


” 


“T should think it might be a young bluebird,” said Liver- 
wort, looking down out of 
her gray hood ; “it looks as 
much like one as anything. 
Come, what shall we give it? 
I’ll give it blue eyes, — real 
violet-blue, — and if that is 
n't a good gift, I don’t know 
what is.” 

mvad Jil sive her some 
of my thrift and prudence,” 
said Mother Fern. “We 
Ferns have no blossoms to 


speak of, but we are a well- 


to-do family, as everybody 

knows, and can get our living on any soil where it pleases 
Heaven to put us; and so thrift shall be my gift for this little 
lady. Thrift will surely lead to riches and honor.” 

“T will give her a better thing than that,’ said Pussy 
Willow. “I grow under the windows here, and mean to 
adopt her. She shall be called little Pussy Willow, and | 
shall give her the gift of always seeing the bright side of 
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everything. That gift will be more to her than beauty or 
riches or honors. It is not so much matter what color 
one ’s eyes are as what one sees with them. There is a 
bright side to everything, if people only knew it, and the 
best eyes are those which are able always to see this best 
side.” 

“T must say, Friend Pussy,” said Mother Fern, “that you 
are a most sensibly spoken bush, for a bush of your age. 
You always did seem ‘to me to have a most remarkable 
faculty in that line; for I have remarked how you seize on 
the first ray of sunshine, and get your pussies out before 
any of us dare make a movement. Many a time I have 
said, ‘Well, I guess Miss Pussy Willow ’ll find herself mis- 
taken in the weather this year’; but, taking one year with 
another, I think you have gained time by being always on 
hand, and believing in the pleasant weather.” 

“Well,” said Pussy, “if I should hang back with my buds 
as our old Father Elm-tree does, I should miss a deal of 
pleasure, and people would miss a deal of pleasure from me. 
The children, dear souls! I ’m always in a hurry to get 
out in the spring because it pleases them. ‘©, here’s Pussy 
Willow come back!’ they cry when they see me. ‘ Now the 
winter is over!’ And no matter if there is a little dash of 
sleet or snow or frost after that, I stand it with a good heart, 
because I know it is summer that is coming, and not winter, 


and that things are certain to grow better, and not worse. 
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I’m not handsome, I know ; I’m not elegant ; nobody thinks 
much of me; and my only good points are my cheerful- 
ness and my faith in good things to come; so these are the 
gifts I bring to my little god-child.” 

With that, Pussy Willow stooped and rubbed her downy 
cheek over the little downy cheek of the baby, and the tiny 
face smiled in its sleep as if it knew that something good 
was being done for it. But just then Nurse Toothacre, 
who had been snoring very regularly for some time, gave 
such a loud and sudden snort that it waked her up, and 
she sat bolt upright in bed. “Was that a dog barking ?” 
she exclaimed. “I thought I heard a dog.” 

Whisk! went all the little fairies up the ladder of moon- 
shine ; but Pussy Willow laughed softly as she softly patted 


her velvet tip against the window, and said, — 
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- ELL!” said'the 
old nurse, “ who 
would ’a’ thought that 
‘ere baby would ’a’ slept 
so ?— None o’ your wor- 
ry-cats, she ain't.” 

You will observe from 
this speech that good 
Nurse ‘Toothacre had 
not had early advantages 
in forming her style of 
conversation ; in conse- 
quence of which her 
manner of expressing 
herself was not a thing 
to be recommended as 
a model for you young 
folks. Well, now my 
dear young folks who 
have read the first chap- 


ter will agree that our 


baby has made a good beginning 
in life, and that the three fairies, 


Mother Fern, and the pretty 
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Miss Hepatica, and Pussy Willow, have endowed her with rare 
gifts, such as beautiful blue eyes, a good healthy constitu- 
tion, and the gift of seeing the bright side of everything. 

This last gift was the greatest of all, as you will see if you 
think a little, because it is quite plain that it is not so much 
what people Zave that makes them happy, as what they think 
and feel about what they have. If one little girl has an 
old hat of her sister's pressed over, and trimmed with some 
of her sister’s last years flowers, and likes it, and is 
delighted with it, she is really far better off than another 
little girl whose mother has bought tor her three new hats 
trimmed each with different fine things, and none of which 
suit her, so that she declares she has n’t a thing she can 
wear ! 

Little Pussy had great need to be gifted with this happy 
disposition, for she was not a rich man’s daughter. Her 
father was a hard-working farmer, who owed about five 
hundred dollars on his farm ; and it was his object, working 
day and night, to save up money enough to pay for this farm, 
She had six older brothers, — great, strong, stamping boys ; 
and her mother was a feeble, delicate woman, who had to 
do all the cooking, washing, ironing, making, and mending 
for all these men folk, without any help from servants, — so 
you may believe she had small time to coddle and pet her 
baby. In fact, before Little Pussy Willow was four weeks 


old, she was lying in an old basket tied into a straw-bottomed 


i fe) LITTLE: PUSS Yow ilLLow, 


rocking-chair, in the kitchen where her mother was busy 
about her work; and all day long there she lay, with her 
thumb in her mouth, and her great, round blue eyes con- 
tentedly staring at the kitchen ceiling. Once in two or 
three hours her mother would take her up and nurse her 
a little, and pull her clothes down straight about her, and 
then Pussy would go off to sleep, and sleep an hour or two, 
and then wake up and stare at the kitchen ceiling as before, 
and sing and gurgle to herself in a quiet baby way, that 
was quite like the sound of the little brook behind the 
house. 

When her father came home to his dinner, he would seize 
her in his great, strong, sun-browned hands, and toss her 
over his head, and her long-armed brothers would pass her 
from one to another, like a little shuttlecock, in a way that 
would have alarmed many another baby ; but Pussy took it 
all with the utmost composure, and laughed and crowed all 
the more, the ruder her nursing grew. 

“T say, wife, what shall we call her?” said Papa John; 
“she’s a perfect March blossom, —come just as the pussy 
willows were out.” 

“Let’s call her Pussy Willow then,” said Sam, the oldest 
boy; and the rest laughed uproariously, and considered it a 
famous joke, — for when people work hard all day, and have 
a good digestion, it is not necessary that a thing should be 


very funny to make them laugh tremendously. In fine, 
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whether the plant fairies secretly had a hand in it, or because 
Brother Sam was so fond of his conceit, the fact is, that, 
though the baby was baptized in church by the name of 
Mary, she was ever afterwards called in the family “ Pussy,” 
and “ Pussy Willow.” Tom, the second boy, declared that 
her cheeks were soft and downy like the pussies, and when 
she was lying in her cradle, only two weeks old, he would 
sometimes tickle her cheeks with them to bring out that 
pretty baby smile which is as welcome on a little face as 
the first spring flower. 

Pussy, having a tranquil mind and a good digestion, throve 
very fast. The old women of the neighborhood remarked 
that she began to “feel her feet” when she was only a month 
old, and if anybody gave her the least chance to show off 
this accomplishment, she would jump up and down till 
one’s arms were tired of holding her; but when her father or 
brother or mother was weary of this exercise, and laid her 
flat on her back in the cradle, Pussy did not make up a 
square mouth and begin to cry, as many ill-advised babies 
do, but put her thumb into her mouth, like a sensible little 
damsel, and set herself to seeing what could be found to 
amuse her on the top of the kitchen wall. There she saw 
the blue flies coursing up and down, stopping once in a 
while to brush themselves briskly with the little clothes- 
brushes which nature has put on the end of each of their 


legs, when suddenly they would sweep round and round in 
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circles, and then come down and settle on Pussy’s face, and 
walk up and down over it, buzzing and talking with each 
other, first by her eyes, then by her nose, then over her 
forehead, as if the little face had been a flies’ pleasure-gar- 
den, laid out expressly for them to amuse themselves in. 

Pussy took it all in good part, though sometimes she 
winked very hard, and even took her thumb out of her 
mouth to make some blind little passes with her white baby 
fists doubled up, which would send the flies buzzing and 
careering again; but never a cry did she utter. 

“Of all the good babies that ever I did see,” said Nurse 
Toothacre, “I never see one ekil to this. Why, Marthy 
Primrose wouldn't know she had a baby in the house, if 
she. had n’t the washin’ and dressin’ and nussin’ of her.” 

By and by little Pussy learned to creep on ali-fours, and 
then she made long voyages over the clean-scoured kitchen 
floor, and had most beautiful times, because she could open 
the low cupboard doors and pull out all the things, and pick 
holes in all the paper parcels, and pull over pails of water, 
and then paddle in the clear, silver flood that coursed its 
way along the kitchen in little rivulets. One day she found 
a paper of indigo in the low closet, with which she very 
busily rubbed her hands and face and her apron and the 
floor, so that when her mother came in from hanging out 
clothes she did not know her own baby, but thought she 
was a little blue goblin, and had to take her to the wash- 
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tub and put her in like a dirty dress to get her looking like 
herself again. 

Now as Martha Primrose was celebrated as one of the 
nicest housekeepers in the country, of course she could not 
allow such proceedings ; and as Pussy did not yet under- 
stand English, the only way she could keep her from them 
was to watch her and catch her away when she saw her 
going about any piece of mischief. In consequence, Baby’s 
life was a perfect series of disappointments. It often seemed 
to her that she was stopped in everything she undertook to 
do. First, she would scuttle across the floor to the kitchen 
fireplace and fill both little hands with ashes and black coals, 
just to see what they were made of; and then there would 
be a loud outcry, and she would be made to throw them 
down, her apron would be shaken; and her hands washed, 
and the words, “ No! no! naughty!” pronounced in very 
solemn tones over her. She would look up and laugh, and 
creep away, and bring up next by the dresser, where she 
would reach up for a pretty, nice dish of flour which she 
longed to pull over ; and then the “ No! no!” and “ Naughty !” 
would sound again. Then Pussy would laugh again, and go 
into the back kitchen and begin paddling in a delightful pail 
of water, which was to her the dearest of all forbidden amuse- 
ments, when suddenly she would be twitched up from behind, 
and ““No! no! naughty baby !” once more sounded in her ear. 


Pussy heard this so much that it began to amuse her ; and so, 
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when her mother looked solemn and stern at her, she would 
shake her little head and look waggish, and try to imitate 
the “ No! no!” as if it were something said for her diver- 
sion. 

“You can’t put her out,’ said Martha to her husband ; 
“she’s the best little thing ; but it is wonderful the mischief 
she does, She just goes from one thing to another all day 
long.” 

The fact is, baby once got a pan of molasses pulled over 
on her head, and once fell, head first, into her mother’s wash- 
tub, which luckily had not at the time very hot water in it ; 
and once she pulled the tap out of her mother’s cask of beer, 
and got herself pretty well blinded and soaked with the 
spurting liquid. But all these things did not disturb her 
serenity, and she took all the washings and dressings and 
scoldings that followed with such jolly good-humor that the 
usual amusement, when her father and brothers came home, 
was the recital of Pussy’s adventures for the day ; and Pussy, 
sitting on her father’s knee and discovering herself to be 
the heroine of the story, would clap her hands and crow 
and laugh as loudly as any of them. 


) 


“She ’s got more laugh in her than a whole circus,” said 
sonn Primrose a don't want no theatre nor no opera 
when I can have her” ;—and her brothers, who used to be 
gone whole evenings over at a neighboring tavern, gradually 


took to staying at home to have a romp with little Pussy 
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When the hay about the old house was mown, they had 


capital times, tumbling and rolling with Pussy in the sweet 


crass, and covering her up and letting her scratch out again, 
and toss the hay about in her little fat hands, enchanted to 
find that there was one thing that she could: play with and 
not be called “ Naughty baby!” or have “No! no!” called in 
her ear. 

In my next chapter I will tell you all about what little 
Pussy had to play with, and what she did when she got 


older. 
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Tile 


CANNOT make my young folks understand just the 
value of the gift which the fairies brought to Little 
Pussy Willow, unless I tell them about another little girl 
who did not have any such present, but had everything else. 
Little Emily Proudie was born in a splendid house, with a 
white marble front, and a dozen marble steps leading up to 
the door. Before she was born there were all sorts of prep- 
arations to receive her, — whole drawers full of little dresses 
with worked waists, and of little caps trimmed with pink 
and blue rosettes, and cunning little sacks embroidered with 
silk and silver, and little bonnets, and little socks and little 
shoes, and sleeve-ties with coral clasps, and little silver and 
gold rattles,—in short, everything that all the rich aunts 
and uncles and cousins of a rich little baby could think of. 
To be sure no plant-fairies came in at the window to 
look at her; but there were the fairies of the milliner's 
shop, and the jeweller’s shop, and of all the shops and 
stores in New York, and they endowed the baby with no 
end of bright and beautiful things. She was to be hand- 
some and rich, and always to have elegant clothes, and live 
in a palace, and have fine horses and carriages, and every- 


thing to eat and to drink that she could fancy, — and 
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therefore everybody must think that this little girl would 
be happy. 

But this one plain gift that the poor Little Pussy Willow 
brought was left out in all Emily’s treasures. No good fairy 
ever gave her the gift of liking everything she had, and see- 
ing the bright side of everything. If she had only had this 
gift, she might have been as much happier than our Little 
Pussy Willow as she had more things to be happy with ; but 
as she did not have it, she grew up, notwithstanding all her 
treasures, to be a fretful, discontented little girl. 

At the time I am speaking of, these two little girls are 
each of them to be seen in very different circumstances. 
It is now the seventh birthday of Little Pussy Willow ; and 
you might think, perhaps, that she was going to have a 
holiday, or some birthday presents, or a birthday party. But 
no, it is not so. Pussy’s mother is a poor hard-working 
woman, who never found any time to pet her children, 
though she loved them as much as any other mother. Be- 
sides, where she lived, nobody ever heard of such a thing as 
celebrating a child’s birthday. Pussy never had had a pres- 
ent made to her in all her little life. She never had hada 
plaything, except the bright yellow dandelions in spring, or 
the pussies of the willow-bush, or the cat-tails which her 
brothers sometimes brought home in their pockets; and to- 
day, though it is her birthday, Pussy is sitting in a little 
chair, learning to sew on some patchwork, while her mother is 
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kneading up bread in the kitchen beside her. There is a yel 
low mug standing on the table, with some pussy-willow sprigs 
in it, which have blossomed out early this spring, and which 
her father broke off for her before he went to his work ; and 
Pussy sits pulling her needle through the gay squares of 
calico, and giving it a push with the little yellow brass 
thimble. Sometimes she stops a minute to speak to the 
little pussies, and touch their downy heads to her cheek, 
and sometimes she puts up her lhttle mouth to kiss her 
mother, who comes to her with her hands all covered with 
flour; and then she tugs away again most industriously 
with her needle, till the small square is finished, and she 
says, ‘“‘ May I get down and play now?” ‘And mamma says, 
“Wait a moment till I get my hands out of the bread.” 
And mamma kneads and rolls the great white cushion in 
the bread-bowl, and turns it over and over, and rubs every 
bit and morsel of loose white flour into it, and kneads it 
smoothly in, and then, taking it up once more, throws it 
down in the bowl, a great, smooth, snowy hill of dough, 
in the middle of which she leaves one fist-print; and then 
she rubs her hands from the flour and paste, and washes 
them clean, and comes and takes up Pussy, and sets her 
down on the floor; and Pussy forthwith goes to a lower 
cupboard where are her treasures. 

And what are they? They are the fragment of an old 
milk-pitcher, and the nose and handle of a tea-pot, and 
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ever so many little bits of broken china, and one little 
old sleigh-bell which her grandfather gave her. There is 
a rag-doll made up on a clothes-pin, which Pussy every 
day washes, dresses, puts to bed, takes up, teaches to sew, 
and, in short, educates to the best of her little ability in 
the way in which she is herself being brought up. And 
there are several little strips of bright red and yellow calico 
which she prizes greatly, besides a handful of choice long. 
curly shavings, which she got at a carpenter's bench when 
her mother took her up to the village. 

Pussy is perfectly happy in these treasures, and has been 
sewing very industriously all the morning, that she may 
get to the dear closet where they are kept. Then for play- 
mates she has only a great, grave, old yellow dog named 
Bose, who, the minute he sees Pussy get down, comes 
soberly patting up to her, wagging his tail. And little 
Pussy gathers all her treasures in her short checked apron, 
and goes out under the great elm-tree to play with Bose ; 
and she is now perfectly happy. 

She makes a little house out of her bits of broken china, 
arranged in squares on the turf; she ties a limp sun-bonnet 
on Bose’s head, and makes believe that he is mother to the 
clothes-pin rag-baby, and tells him he must rock it to sleep ; 
and Bose looks very serious and obedient, and sits over the 
baby while Pussy pretends to yoke up oxen and go off to the 
fields to work. 
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By and by Bose thinks this has lasted long enough, and 
comes scampering after her, with the sun-bonnet very much 
over one eye; and then he gets talked to, and admonished, 
and led back to his duty. He gets very tired of it some- 
times ; and Pussy has to vary the play by letting him have 
a scamper with her down to the brook, to watch the tiny 
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little fish that whisk and dart among the golden rings of 
sunlight under the bright brown waters. 

Hour after hour passes, and Pussy grows happier every 
minute ; for the sun shines, and the sky is blue, and Bose 
is capital company, and she has so many pretty playthings ! 

When Pussy lies down in her little crib at night, she prays 
God to bless her dear father and mother, and her dear 
brothers, and Bose, and dolly, and all the dear Little Pussy 
Willows. The first part of the prayer her mother taught 
her, —the last part she made up herself, out of her own 
curly head and happy little heart, and she does not doubt 
in the least that the good God hears the last as much as 
the first. 

Now this is the picture of what took place on little Pussy’s 
seventh birthday : but you must see what took place on little 
Emily's seventh birthday, which was to be kept with great 
pomp and splendor. From early morning the door-bell was 
kept constantly ringing on account of the presents that were 
being sent in to Emily. I could not begin to tell you half 
of them. There was a great doll from Paris, with clothes 
all made to take off and put on, and a doll’s bureau full of 
petticoats and drawers and aprons and stockings and collars 
and cuffs and elegant dresses for Miss Dolly ; and there 
were little bandboxes with ever so many little bonnets, and 
little parasols, and little card-cases, and nobody knows what, 


—all for Miss Dolly. Then there were bracelets and rings 
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and pins for little Emily herself, and a gold drinking-cup 
set with diamonds, and every sort of plaything that any one 
could think of, till a whole room was filled with Emily’s 
birthday presents. 

Nevertheless, Emily was not happy. In fact, she was very 
unhappy ; and the reason was that the pink silk dress she 
wanted to wear had not come home from the dressmaker’s, 
and no other dress in the world would in the least do for her. 

In vain mamma and two nurses talked and persuaded, and 
showed her her presents; she wanted exactly the only thing 
that could not be got, and nothing but that seemed of any 
value in her eyes. The whole house was in commotion about 
this dress, and messengers were kept running backward and 
forward to Madame Follet’s; but it was almost night before 
it came, and neither Emily nor any of her friends could have 
any peace until then. 

The fact is, that the little girl had been so industriously 
petted ever since she was born, and had had so many play- 
things and presents, that there was not anything that could 
be given her which seemed half as pretty to her as two or 
three long clean, curly shavings seemed to Little Pussy 
Willow ; and then, unfortunately, no good fairy had given 
her the gift of being easily pleased ; so that, with everybody 
working and trying from morning to night to please her, 
little Emily was always in afret or a worry about some- 
thing. Her mother said that the dear child had such a 
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fastidious taste !— that she was so sensitive ! — but whatever 
the reason might be, Emily was never very happy. Instead 
of thinking of the things she ad, and liking them, she was 
always fretting about something that she had not or could 
not get; and when the things she most longed for at last 
came into her hands, suddenly she found that she had ceased 
to want them. 

Her seventh birthday ended with a children’s ball, to which 
all the little children of her acquaintance were invited, and 
there was a band of music, and an exquisite supper, and 
fireworks on the lawn near the house ; and Emily appeared 
‘in the very pink silk dress she had set her heart on; but 
alas! she was not happy. For Madame Follet had not put 
on the flounces, as she promised, and the sash had no silver 
fringe. This melancholy discovery was made when it’ was 
entirely too late to help it, and poor Emily was in low 
spirits all the evening. 

“She is too sensitive for this life,” said her mamma, — “ the 
sweet little angel!” 

Emily sunk to sleep about midnight, hot, tired, feverish. 
She cried herself tc sleep. Why? She could not tell. 


Can you? 
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IV. 


ND now some of my little friends perhaps have a ques- 
tion to ask me. Is nota little girl more likely to be 
happy who is brought up in the simple and natural way 
in which Pussy Willow has grown up, than one who has had 
all that has been given to Emily Proudie? 

I began by telling you that the g7ft of being casily pleased 
was what made the difference between the two little girls, — 
that it was a gift worth more than beauty, or riches, or any- 
thing else that could be thought of. 

But Ido think that a way of “bringing-up” like that in 
which poor little Emily was educated is the surest way to 
destroy this gift, even if a girl’s birth fairies had given it to 
her. You know very well, that, when you have been taking 
a lonely scramble among the rocks until long after your 
dinner-time, a plain crust of bread tastes so sweet to you 
that you wonder you ever have wanted cake or gingerbread ; 
and that sometimes, in like manner, when you have walked 
till you are hot and thirsty, you have dipped up the water 
out of some wild-wood spring, and drank it with an enjoy- 
ment such as the very best tea or coffee or lemonade never 
gave. That was because you were really hungry or really 


thirsty; and the pleasure you get from food and drink 
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tan never be known unless you become really hungry and 
thirsty. 

But many poor little children are brought up in such a 
way that they never know what it is to have a real desire for 
anything. They are like a child stuffed with cake and sweet- 
meats from morning till night. Every wish is anticipated, 
and pleasures are crowded upon them so fast that they 
have none of the enjoyments of wishing, planning, and con- 
triving which come to those who are left to seek their own 
pleasures and make their own way. The good God has so 
made us that the enjoyments which come to us through the 
use of our own faculties are a great deal more satisfactory 
than those which are brought to us by others. Many a little 
girl enjoys making a sand-pie out in the road far more than 
she would the most expensive playthings, because she trots 
about in making it, runs, laughs, works, gets herself into 
a healthy glow, and feels that she is doing something. 

Poor little Emily Proudie never had that pleasure. From 
the time she was a baby, she has had constantly one, two, or 
three attendants, whose sole business it is to play with her 
and to contrive playthings and amusements for her, — and a 
very wearisome time they all have had of it. Yes, I do be- 
lieve that if little Emily, without any more of a gift of being 
pleased than falls to the lot of al] children, had been brought 
up exactly as Pussy Willow was, she would have been fas 


happier than she is now. 
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There is another reason why Pussy Willow was growing 
up happy, and that is, that she was every day doing some- 
thing that she felt was of some use. When she was so little 
that her head scarcely came above the table, she used to 
stand propped on a small stool and wash the breakfast cups 
and spoons,—and very proud she was of doing it. How 
she admired the bright bubbles which she could make in 
the clean, soapy water, and how proud she was of seeing 
the cups and spoons look so clear and bright as she rubbed 
them with her towel! —and then, getting down, she would 
trip across the kitchen with them, one or two at a time, and, 
rising on her little toes, by great good luck she could just get 
them on to the cupboard shelf; and then she would hang her 
towel on its nail, and empty her dish-pan, and wipe off the 
table, and feel quite like a large woman in doing it. 

When Pussy was ten years old, her mother one day hurt 
her arm by a fall, so that she had to wear it ina sling. This 
would not be an agreeable thing to happen to anybody’s 
mamma; but Pussy’s mother had no servants, and everything 
that was to be eaten in the house had to be made up by her 
one pair of hands, and she therefore felt quite troubled, as 
the house was far from neighbors, and there were a husband 
and four hungry young men to be fed. 

In a city you can send out to a bakery; but in the country 
what is ‘to be done? 


“T really think you ‘Il have to harness and drive the old 
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mare over to Aunt Judy’s, and get her to come over,” said 
Pussy’s mother. 

“That ’s a trouble,” said her father. “The hay is all ready 
to get in, and there will certainly be rain by afternoon. The 
horse cannot possibly be spared.” 

“ Now, mother, just let me make bread,” said Pussy, feeling 
Very large, “I ‘ve seen you do it, time and time again, and 
I know I could do it.” 

“ Hurrah for Pussy !” said her brothers ;— “she’s a trump. 
Sa let her try, —she ‘ll do it.” 

Spyies, yes, said her-father. ‘I'd rather, have my. little 
Pussy than a dozen Aunt Judys.” 

Pussy was wonderfully elated by this praise, and got one 
of her mother’s aprons and tied it round her, — which, to say 
the truth, came quite down to her ankles and made her feel 
very old and wise. 

Her mother now told her that she might go into the but- 
tery and sift eight quarts of flour into the bread-tray, and 
bring it out, and she would show her just how to wet it. 

So away went Pussy; and right pleased was she to get 
her little rosy hands into the flour. It was far more amusing 
than making believe make bread with sand, as she had often 
done when she and Bose were out playing together. So she 
patted and sifted, and soon came out lifting the bread-tray, 
and set it beside her mother. 


“Now scatter in a handful of salt,’ said her mother. 
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Pussy did so 

“Now make a little hole in the middle, and measure three 
gills of yeast, and put that in the hole.” 

Pussy found this quite easy, because their tin quart-meas- 
ure was marked around with rings for the gills; and so, 
when her yeast was up to the third ring, she poured it into 
the hole in the middle of the flour, and began stirring it with 
a spoon, till she had made a nice little foamy lake in the 
middle of her mountain of puffy white flour. | 

“And now for your wetting, Pussy,” said her mother. 
“You want about a quart of hot water and a quart of good 
milk to begin with, and we ’ll see how you go on. But I’ma 
little afraid you’re not strong enough to knead such a big 
batch.” 

“O mother, I’m a large girl now,” said Pussy, “and you’ve 
no idea how strong Jam! I want to knead a real batch, just 
such as you do, and not a little play batch,—a baby’s 
batch.” 

“Well, well, well try it,” said her mother; “and I Il 
pour in your wetting.” So she began to pour in, and Pussy 
plumped in both hands, and went at her work with a relish. 

The flour stuck to her fingers ; but she stirred about with 
vigor, and made her little hands fly so fast that her mother 
said they did the work of bigger ones. By and by the flour 
was all stiffly mixed, and now Pussy put out all her little 


strength, and bent over the tray, kneading and kneading, and 
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turning and turning, till the paste began to look white and 
smooth 

“© mother, I like this! — it’s the best; fun ever hady 
said Pussy. “ How soft and smooth I am getting it! It’s 
beginning to rise, I do believe, this very minute ; I can feel 
it rising under my hands. I shall be so proud to show it to 
father and the boys! Mother, you ’ll always let me make the 
bread, won’t you?” 
“ We'll see,” said her mother. “Mind you knead in every 


bit of the flour. Don’t leave any onthe sides of the pan. 
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Rub all those ragged patches together, and knead them in 
You are getting it quite smooth.” 

In fine, Pussy, elated, took up the whole white round 
cushion of dough and turned it over in the tray, as she had 
seen her mother do, and left one very little fist-mark in the 
centre. “There now, Mrs. Bread, there you are,” she said ; 
“now I shall tuck you up warm and put you to sleep, till it’s 
time to take you up and bake you.” So Pussy covered her 
bread up warm with an old piece of quilt which her mother 
kept for this special purpose ; then she washed her hands, and 
put away all the dishes she had been using, and swept up the 
flour she had dropped on her mother’s clean, shining floor. 

“And now, mother, shall I put on the dinner pot?” said 
Pussy, who felt herself growing in importance. 

“Yes, you may put it on; and then you may go down 
cellar, and get a piece of beef and a piece of pork, and bring 
them up for dinner.” 

And away tripped Pussy down cellar, and soon appeared 
again with her pan full of provisions. After that she washed 
the potatoes and turnips, and very soon the dinner was on 
the stove, boiling. 

“Now, Pussy,” said her mother, “you can go and play 
down by the brook for an hour and a half.” 

“ Mother,” said Pussy, “ I like working better than play.” 

“It is play to you now,” said her mother ; “ but if you had 
to do these things every day, you might get tired.” 
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Pussy thought not, ——she was quite sure not. Neverthe- 
less, she took her Dolly and Bose, and went down to the 
brook, and had a good time among the sweet-flags. But 
her mind kept running on her bread, and every once in a 
while she came running back to peep under the little quilt. 

Yes, sure enough, there it was, rising as light and as nice 
as any Pussy’s heart could desire. And how proud and im- 
portant she felt ! 

“Tt was real lively yeast,” said her mother. “I knew it 
would rise quickly.” 

Well, I need not tell my little readers the whole history 
of this wonderful batch of bread, — how in time Pussy got 
down the moulding-board, all herself, and put it on the 
kitchen table ; and how she cut her loaves off, and rolled, 
and kneaded, and patted, and so coaxed them into the very 
nicest little white cushions that ever were put into but- 
tered bake-pans. One small portion Pussy left to be divided 
into round delicate little biscuits; and it was good fun for 
her to cut and roll and shape these into the prettiest little 
pincushions, and put them in white, even rows into the pans, 
and prick two small holes in the top of each. 

When all these evolutions had been performed, then came 
the baking ; and very busy was Pussy putting in her pans, 
watching and turning and shifting them, so that each might 
get its proper portion of nice, sweet, golden-brown crust. 


She burnt her fingers once or twice, but she didn’t mind 
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that, when she drew her great beautiful loaves from the oven, 
and her mother tapped on them with her thimble and pro. 
nounced them done. Such a row of nice loaves, — all her 
own making! Pussy danced around the table where she had 
ranged them, and then, in the pride of her heart, called Bose 
to look at them. 

Bose licked his chops, and looked as appreciative as a dog 
could, and, seeing that something was expected of him, barked 
aloud for joy. 

That night Pussy’s biscuits were served for supper, with 
the cold beef and pork, and Pussy was loudly praised on 
all sides. 

“ Wife, you'll take your ease now,” said her father, “since 
you have such a little housekeeper sent to you.” 

Pussy was happier that night than if three servants had 
been busy dressing dolls for her all day. 

“Mother,” she said, soberly, when she lay down in her 
little bed that night, “I’m going to ask God to keep me 
humble.” 

“Why, my dear?” 

“Because I feel tempted to be proud, — I can make such 


good bread!” 
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USSY WILLOW was so happy and proud at her suc: 

cess in making bread, that she now felt a very grown- 
up woman indeed; and her idea of a grown-up woman 
was, as you will see, that of a person able and willing to 
do something to some useful purpose. Some of my read- 
ers may think that a little girl ten years of age could 
not knead up and bake a batch of bread like that which 
Pussy is described as doing; but they must remember that 
little girls who grow up in the healthy air of the moun- 
tains, and who have always lived a great part of their time 
in the open air, and have been trained to the use of their 
arms and hands from early infancy, become larger and 
stronger than those who have been nursed in cities, and 
who never have done anything but arrange dolls’ baby- 
houses, and play at giving and receiving company. 

Pussy was as strong a little mountaineer as you could wish 
to see; and now that her mother was laid up with a lame 
arm, Pussy daily gloried in her strength. “ How lucky it 
is,’ she said to herself as she was dressing in the morning, 
“that I have got to be such a large girl! What mother 
would do without me, I’m sure I don’t see. Well now, if 
I can make bread and biscuit, I’m sure I can make ginger- 


£) 
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bread and pies; and father and the boys will never miss 
anything. O, I'll not let grass grow under my feet.” 

This was in the dim gray of the morning, before another 
soul was awake in the house, when Pussy was up bright and 
early ; for she had formed the design of getting up and 
making breakfast ready, all of her own self, before anybody 
should be up to call her or ask her to do it. For you must 
know it was Pussy’s nature to like to run before people’s 
expectations. She took a great interest in surprising peo- 
ple, and doing more than they expected ; and she thought 
to herself, as she softly tiptoed down the stairs: “Now 
I shall have the fire all made, ard the tea-kettle boiling, 
by the time that mother wakes. I know she’ll wake think- 
ing ‘I must go and call Pussy, and ask her to get break- 
fast.’ How surprised she’ll be to find Pussy up and dressed, 
the fire made, and the kettle boiling, and breakfast just 
ready to go on!” 

So Pussy softly felt her way into the kitchen, where it 
was hardly light as yet, and found the water-pail, and then, 
opening the kitchen-door, she started for the little spring 
back of the house for a pail of water. It had been Pussy’s 
work from her earliest years to bring water from this spring 


at first in tiny little pails, but gradually, as 


to her mother, 
she grew older and bigger, in larger ones, till now she could 
lift the full-sized water-pail, which she had on her arm. 


“So here you are, Mr. Robin,” said Pussy, as she stepped 
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out of the door and heard a lively note struck up from the 
willow-bush by the window. ‘“ You and I are up early this 
morning, ar’ n't we? Ha, ha, old Mr. Chipmunk, — is that 
you? Take care of yourself, or I shall catch you. You 
are up getting breakfast for your family, and I for mine. 
Mother is sick, and I’m housekeeper now. Mr. Chip.” So 
saying, Pussy splashed her pail down among the fern-leaves 
that bordered the edges of the spring, and laughed to see 
the bright, clear water ripple into it; and having filled it, 
she drew it up all glittering and dripping with diamond- 
bright drops, which fell back again into the little spring. | 

“There ’s a girl for you!” said old Mother Fern, when 
Pussy had turned her back on the spring. “ That girl does 
credit to our teaching. Every feeling of her heart is as 
fresh and clear as spring-water, and she goes on doing good 
just as the brook runs in a bright, merry stream. That girl 
will never know what it is to be nervous or low-spirited, or 
have the dyspepsia, or any of the other troubles that come on 
the lazy daughters of men. And it all comes of the gifts 
that we wood-fairies have brought her. She takes every- 
thing by the smooth handle, and sees everything on the 
bright side, and enjoys her work a great deal more than most 
children do their play.” 

Meanwhile Pussy had gone in and kindled the fire in the 
stove, and set over the tea-kettle, and now was busy sifting 


some meal to make some corn-cakes for breakfast. 
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“T’ve seen mother do this often enough,” she said, “ and 
I ll surprise her by getting it all nicely into the oven without 
her saying a word about it.’ So she ran in all haste to the 
buttery, where stood a pan of milk which had turned deli- 
ciously.sour, and shook and quivered as she moved it, like 
some kind of delicate white jelly with a golden coating of 
cream over it. A spoonful of soda soon made this white 
jelly a mass of foam, and then a teacupful of bright, amber- 
colored molasses was turned into it, and then it was beaten 
into a stiff mass with the sifted corn-meal, and poured into 
well-buttered pans to be baked. Pussy was really quite 
amused at all this process. She was delighted to find that 
the cake would actually foam under her hands as she had 
often seen it under her mother’s, and when she shut the 
oven-doors on her experiment it was with a beating heart. 

“T do believe, mother,” said Pussy’s father, opening one 
eye and giving a great stretch, — “I do believe Pussy is up 
before you.” 

“ Good child!” said her mother, “she is making the fire for 
me. With alittle instruction she will be able to make a corn- 
cake nicely.” 

Pussy’s voice was now heard at the door. ‘“ Mother! 
mother! sha’ n’t I come in and help you dress ?” —and a 
bright little face followed the voice, and peeped in at the 
crack of the door. 

“Thank you, dear child ; I was just thinking of coming to 
call you. I wanted you to make the fire for me.” 
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“Tt’s made, mother, —long ago.” 

“What a good girl! Well then, you may just get a pail 
of water and fill the tea-kettle.” 

“T got the water and filled the kettle half an hour ago, 
mother,” said Pussy, “and you can’t think how it’s boiling ! 
— puffing away like a steamboat,—and I've put the coffee 
on to boil, and —” 

“You have been a very good girl,” said her mother, as 
Pussy was helping her into her gown. “ You are such a nice 
handy little housekeeper that I think I can easily show you 
how to get the whole breakfast. Would n't you like to have 
me teach you how to mix the corn-cakes !” 

O, then how Pussy laughed and crowed, as she led her 
mother into the kitchen, and, opening the oven-door, showed 
her corn-cakes rising as nicely as could be, and baking with a 
real lovely golden brown! And besides that there were slices 
of ham that she had cut and trimmed so neatly, lying all 
ready to be put into the frying-pan. 

How Pussy enjoyed that breakfast! The cakes were as 
light and golden as her mother’s best, and Pussy had all the 
vlory of them, for she had made them all by herself. I 
don't think Miss Emily Proudie ever felt so delighted to walk 
out in a new hat and feather as did little Pussy to be able to 
get this breakfast for her mother, and to hear the praises of 
her father and brothers on everything she had made. 


It would be amusing if the good fairies would let us ride 
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on a bit of their fairy carpet through the air on this same 
bright morning, when Pussy was so gay and happy in her 
household cares, and set us down in the elegant chamber 
where little Emily was sleeping. Everything about the room 
shows such a study to please the sleeping child! The walls 
are hung with lovely pictures ; the floor is carpeted with the 
most charming carpet ; the sofas and chairs and lounges are 
all of the most elegant shapes, and spread out upon the sofa 
is a beautiful new walking-dress, which came home after little 
Emily went to bed last night, and which is spread out so as to 
catch her eye the first thing when she wakes in the morning. 
It is now past eight o’clock, and Pussy Willow has long since 
washed all the dishes, and arranged the kitchen, and done the 
morning work in the farm-house, and has gone out with her 
little basket on her arm to dig roots, and pull young winter- 
ereen for beer; but all this while little Emily has been drow- 
sily turning from side to side, and uneasily brushing off the 
busy flies that seem determined she shall not sleep any 
longer. 

“Come now, Miss Emily! your mamma says you m72st 
wake up and see your pretty new dress,” says Bridget, who 
has been in four times before, to try and wake the little 
sleeper. Emily sits up in bed at last, and calls for the new 
dress. 

“So, she’s got it done at last,—that hateful Madame 


Tulleruche! She always keeps me waiting so long that I 
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am tired to death. But there!—she has gone and put that 
trimming on in folds, and I told her I wanted puffs. The 
dress is just ruined. Take it away, Bridget. I can’t bear 
the sight of it. I do wonder what is the reason that / never 
can have anything done as other girls can. There ’s always 
something the matter with my things.” 

“Troth, Miss Emily, it’s jist that ye’s got too much of 


) 


ivrything, and your stomach is kept turned all the time,” said 
Bridget. “If ye had to work as I do for your new dresses, 
ye 'd like ’em better, that’s what ye would. I tell ye what 
would do ye more good than all the fine things ye ’s got, and 
that same ’s a continted mind.” 

“But how caz I be contented,” said Emily, ‘““when nothing 
ever suits me? I’m so particular, — mamma says so. I’m so, 
and I can’t help it, and nobody ever does do anything quite as 
I like it; and so I am unhappy all the time.” 

“ And what if ye did something for somebody else, instead 
of having everybody else a-serving ye?” said Bridget. “ I 
works from morning to night, and gets my two dollars a week, 
and sends the most part of it to me poor old mother in Ire- 
land ; and it keeps me jolly —praise be to God!—to think 
I’m a-comfortin’ her old age. Did ye ever think whether ye 
did anything for anybody ?” | 

No; Emily never had thought of that. From the very first 
hour that her baby eyes had opened, she had seen all the 


world on their knees around her, trying to serve and please 
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her. Neither her father nor mother ever spoke or acted as if 
they expected her to do the slightest service for them. On 
the contrary, they always spoke as if they must do everything 
for her; and Bridget’s blunt talk now and then was the only 
intimation the little girl ever got that there was a way to be 
happy that she knew not of. 
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UR little friend Pussy went on in the way we have de- 

scribed, every day finding anew thing that she was able 

to do, and taking the greatest delight in doing it. Gradually her 

mother’s arm recovered, —as it never would have done, had 

not the helpfulness of her little daughter enabled her to give 

it entire rest, — and she was in a situation to resume her family 
cares. 

“What a blessing our little Pussy has been to us!” said her 
father to her mother, one night, as they were talking over 
their family affairs. 

“Yes, said the mother; “that dear child is so “myselish, 
and so much more than willing to do for us, that I am fearful 
lest we shall make too much of her. I don’t want to make a 
mere drudge of my daughter, and I think we must send her 
to school this summer. Pussy is a good reader,—I have 
always taught her a little every day,—and she writes little 
letters on a slate quite prettily for a child ; but now I think we 
must send her over to the Academy, and let her go in with the 
primary class.” 

Now the Academy was two miles off; but all the family 
were used to being up and having breakfast over by seven 


o'clock in the morning; and then Pussy put on her sun-bon- 
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net, and made a little bundle of her books, and tripped away 
cheerfully down the hard stony road, along the path of the 
bright brown brook, through a little piece of waving pine 
forest, next through some huckleberry pastures and patches 
of sweet fern-bushes, then through a long piece of rocky and 
shady forest, till she reached the Academy. 

Little Emily Proudie also went to school, at one of the most 
elegant establishments on Fifth Avenue; and as she was es- 
teemed to be entirely too delicate to walk, her father had pro- 
vided for her a beautiful little coupé, cushioned inside with 
purple silk, and drawn by a white horse, with a driver in livery 
at her command. ‘This was Emily’s own carriage, and one 
would think that, when she had nothing to do but to get into 
it, she might have been always early at her school; but, unfor- 
tunately for her, this was never the case. Emily could not be 
induced, by the repeated calls of Bridget, to shake off her 
morning slumbers till at least half an hour after the time she 
ought to rise. Then she was so miserably undecided what to 
put on, and tried so many dresses before she could be suited, 
and was so dissatisfied with the way her hair was arranged, 
that she generally came to breakfast all in ill-humor, and only 
to find that they had got for her breakfast exactly the things 
that she didn’t fancy. If there was an omelette and coffee 
and toast, then Emily wished that it had been chocolate and 
muffins ; but if the cook the next morning, hoping to make a 


lucky hit, got chocolate and muffins, Emily had made up her 
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mind in the mean time that the chocolate would give her a 
headache, and that she must have tea made; and with all 
these points to be attended to, there is no wonder that the 
little cowpé, and the little white horse, and the driver in livery, 
were often kept waiting at the door long after the time when 
Emily ought to have been in her class-room. 

Madame Ardenne often gently complained to Emily’s 


very gently, because the Proudies were so rich and 
ee I 


mother, 
fashionable that she would have been in utter despair at the 
idea of offending them’; but still the poor woman could not 
help trying to make Emily’s mother understand that a scholar 
who always came into the class-room when the lesson was 
half over could not be expected to learn as fast as if she were 
there punctually, besides being a great annoyance to all the 
rest of the scholars. 

Emily’s mother always said that she was sorry it was so, but 
her dear child was of a most peculiar organization, —that it 
did not seem possible for her to wake at any regular hour in 
the morning, — and that really the dear child had a sensitive- 
ness of nature that made it very difficult to know what to do 
with her. 

In fact, young ladies who are brought up like little Emily, 
to have every earthly thing done for them, and to do no earthly 
thing for themselves, are often sorely tried when they come to 
school life, because there are certain things in education which 


all human beings must learn to do for themselves. Emily 
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always had had a maid to wash her and dress her, and to do 
everything that a healthy little girl might do for herself; but 
no maid could learn to read for her, or write for her. Her 
mamma talked strongly of sending to Paris for a French dress- 
ing maid, to keep her various dresses in order; but even a 
French dressing-maid could not learn a French verb for her, 
or play on the piano for her. Consequently poor Emily’s 
school life was full of grievous trials to her. Her lessons 
seemed doubly hard to her, because she had always been 
brought up to feel that she must be saved from every labor, 
and must yield before the slightest thing that*looked like a 
difficulty. 

Little Pussy, after her walk of two miles, would come into 
the Academy fresh and strong, at least a quarter of an hour 
before school, and have a good time talking with the other 
girls before the school began. Then she set about her lessons 
with the habit of conquering difficulties. If there was a hard 
sum in her lesson, Pussy went at it with a real spirit and in- 
terest. “Please don't tell me a word,” she would say to her 
teacher: “I want to work it out myself. I’m sure I can do 


it. 


” 


And the greater the difficulty, the more cheerful became 
her confidence. ‘There was one sum, I remember, that Pussy 
worked upon for a week, —a sum that neither her father nor 
mother, nor any of her brothers, could do; but she would not 
allow her teacher to show her. She was resolutely determined 


to do it all alone by herself, and to find out the way for herself, 
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—and at last she succeeded; and a very proud and happy 
Pussy she was when she did succeed. 

My little girls, I want to tell you that there is a pleasure in 
vanquishing a difficulty, —in putting forth all the power and 
strength you have in you to doa really hard thing, — that is 
ereater than all the pleasures of ease and indolence. The lit- 
tle girl who lies in bed every morning just half an hour later 
than her conscience tells her she ought to he, thinks she is 
taking comfort in it, but she is mistaken. She is secretly dis- 
satisfied with and ashamed of herself, and her conscience 
keeps up a sort of. uneasy trouble, every morning ; whereas, if 
she once formed the habit of springing up promptly at a cer- 
tain hour, and taking a good morning bath, and dressing her- 
self in season to have plenty of time to attend to all her morn- 
ing duties, she would have a self-respect and self-confidence 
that it is very pleasant to feel. 

Pussy’s life in the Academy was a great enjoyment to her 
this summer. She felt it a great kindness in her mother to 
excuse her from all family duties, and take all the work upon 
herself, in order that she might have time to study; and so 
she studied with a right good will. Her cheerful temper made 
her a universal favorite. She seemed among her schoolfellows 
like a choice lot of sugar-plums or sweetmeats ; everybody 
wanted a scrap or portion. One girl wanted Pussy to play 
with her ; another made her promise to walk home with her ; 


two or three wanted to engage her for recess; all Pussy’s 
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spare hours for days and days ahead were always engaged by 
her different friends. The girls said, “ Pussy is such a dear 
girl! she is so bright! she makes the time pass so pleasantly !” 
And Pussy in return liked everybody, and thought there never 
was so pleasant a school, or such a fortunate girl, as herself. 

On Saturdays there was no school, and then Pussy would 
insist on going into the kitchen to help her mother. 

“Now, my dear, you ought not to do it,’ her mother would 
say. “ You ought to have Saturday to amuse yourself.” 

“Well, it amuses me to make the pies,’ Pussy would say. 
“T like to see how many I can turn out ina day. I don’t ask 
better fun.” 


So went on the course of Pussy’s education. 
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VII. 


HAVE told you how Pussy went to the Academy in sum: 
mer, and what good times she had going through the fra- 
erant sweet-fern pastures, and across the brown sparkling 


brooks, and through patches of woods green with moss and 


gay with scarlet wintergreen berries, —and what other good 
times she had studying and working out her sums, — and also 
how fond every one got of her. 

Well, by and by autumn came, and the frost changed all the 
leaves on the mountains round the house to scarlet and orange 
and gold; and then the leaves began to fall, and the old north- 
wind came, and blew and whirled and scattered them through 
the air, till finally the trees stood bare. Then Pussy’s father 
said, “It’s time to make all ready for winter,’ — for he had 
been getting the cellar full of good things. Barrels of cider 
had been rolled in at the wide cellar-door, great bins had been 
filled with rosy apples and with brown-coated potatoes, and 
golden pumpkins and great crook-neck squashes had been 
piled up for Thanksgiving pies; and now it was time to shut 
the great doors, and to “bank up” with straw and leaves and 
earth all round the house, lest sharp-eyed Mr. Jack Frost 
should get in a finger or a toe, and so find a way into the 


treasures of the cellar. For a very sharp fellow is this Mr. 


AS LITTER PUSSY -WwikLow, 


Jack, and he always has his eyes open to see whether lazy 
people have left anything without proper care; and where he 
finds even a chink not stopped, he says, “ Ha, ha! I guess I'll 
get in here” ;—and in he goes, and then people may whistle 
for their apples and potatoes. But Pussy’s folks were smart, 
careful people, and everything was snugly stowed and pro- 
tected, you may be sure. 

By and by the sun took to getting up later and later, setting 
a dreadfully bad example, it is to be confessed. It would be 
seven o'clock and after before he would show his red face above 
the bedclothes of clouds, away off in the southeast ; and when 
he azd manage to get up, he was so far off and so chilly in his 
demeanor, that people seemed scarcely a bit the better for him ; 
and by half past four in the afternoon he was down in bed 
again, tucked up for the night, never caring what became of 
the world. And so the clouds were full of snow, as if a 
thousand white feather-beds had been ripped up over the 
world ; and all the frisky winds came out of their dens, and 
great frolics they had, blowing and roaring and careering in 
the clouds, —now bellowing down between the mountains, 
as if they meant to tear the world to pieces, then piping high 
and shrill, first round one corner of the farm-house, and then 
round the other, rattling the windows, bouncing against the 
doors, and then, with one united chorus, rumbling, tumbling 
down the great chimney, as if they had a mind to upset it. O 


what a frisky, rough, jolly, unmannerly set of winds they were: 


RYCILE-PUSSY) WILLOW, 49 


By and by the snow drifted higher than the fences, and nothing 
was to be seen around the farm-house but smooth waving hills 
and hollows of snow; and then came the rain and sleet, and 
froze them over with a slippery shining crust, that looked as 
if the earth was dressed for the- winter in a silver coat of 
mail. 

Now, I suppose some of my little girls will say, “ Pussy 
never can go two miles to the Academy through all the cold 
and snow and sleet.” But Pussy dd, for all that. 

She laughed a gay laugh when her mother said it would be 
best to wait till spring before she went any more. “I wait 
till spring? What for? What do I care for cold and snow ? 
I like them: I’m a real snow-bird,— my blood races and 
bounds so in cold weather that I like nothing better than 
being out. As to the days being short, there are just as many, 
hours in them as there were before, and there’s no need of my 
lying in bed because the sun does.” And so at half past five 
every morning you might have heard Pussy bestirring herself 
in her room, and afterwards in the kitchen, getting breakfast, 
and singing louder than the tea-kettle on the stove, as she 
drove her morning’s work before her; and by eight o'clock 
Pussy’s breakfast was over, and the breakfast-dishes washed 
and put away, and Pussy gathered her books under her arm, 
and took her little sled in her hand and started for school. 

This sled her brothers had made for her in the evenings, 
and it was as smart a little sled as ever you saw going. It 

A 
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was painted red, and had “ Snow-Bird” lettered on, it in black 
letters. Pussy was proud of its speed; and well she might be, 
for when she came to the top of the long, stony hill on which 
the house stood, she just got on to her little sled, took her 
books in her lap, and away she flew, — past the pastures, by 
the barn, across the plain below, across the brook, — almost 
half a mile of her way done ina minute; and then she would 
spring off and laugh, and draw her sled to the next hill, and 
away she would go again. ‘The sled wasa great help to Pussy, 
and got her on her way famously; but then she had other 
helps, for she was such a favorite in school that there was al- 
ways one boy or anéther who came to meet her, and drew her 
on his sled at least half-way to school. There were two or 
three boys that used to quarrel with each other as to which 
should have the privilege of drawing Pussy from the chestnut 
pasture to the school-house, and he was reckoned the best fel- 
low who got there first ; while more than once, after school, 
little Miss Pussy rode the whole way home to her father’s on 
the sled of some boy who liked her blue eyes and felt the 
charm of her merry laugh. You may be sure Pussy always 
found company, and she used to say that she really couldn't 
tell which she liked best, summer or winter. In summer, to 
be sure, there were the pretty flowers and the birds; but in 
winter there were the sleds and sliding, and that was such 
fun! 


In winter evenings, sometimes, when the moon shone clear, 


Pe 
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whole parties of boys and girls would get an old sleigh-bottom, 
and come to the farm-house, and then Pussy would get on her 
hood and mittens, and out they would all go and get on the 
sleigh-bottom together. There were Tom Evans and his 
sister Betsey, and Jim Styles, and Almira and Susan Jenkins, 
and Bet Jenkins, and Mary Stephens, and Jack Stephens, and 
nobody knows how many more, all piled on together, and 
holding as tight as they could; and away they would go, 
down the smooth, white hill, and across the shining silvery 
plain, screaming and laughing, like a streak of merriment; 
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and the old sober moon, as she looked down through the deep 
blue sky, never said a word against it, or hushed them up, for 
making too much noise. 

Ah, it was splendid fun! and even when they stamped their 
feet, and blew their hands for cold, not one of them would 
hear of going in till nine o’clock; and then they all got round 
the stove, and ate apples and cracked nuts for half an hour 
more, and then went off home to be in bed by ten o’clock, so 
that they might all be up early the next day. 

Another of the good times Pussy used to have was at a 
candy frolic. When the weather was at the coldest, and the 
frost so severe that everything really snapped, then was the 
time to make candy. Then Pussy’s mother would put on a 
couple of quarts of molasses to boil in the afternoon, while 
Pussy was at school, so that the candy would be almost made 
by evening. 

In the evening, when the supper-dishes were cleared off, you 
would hear them all trooping in, and a noisy, happy time they 
had of it, — trying the candy, pulling little bits of it out in tea- 
cups and plates and saucers, to see if it was done hard enough 
to pull. Finally the whole dark, smooth, ropy liquid was 
poured out from the kettle into a well-greased platter, and set 
out in a snow-bank to cool; and then all the hands were 
washed and greased, to begin the pulling. 

Ah! then what sport, as each one took a share of the black- 


looking candy, and began pulling it out, and watching the 
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gold threads come out as they worked and doubled and turned 
and twisted, till at last the candy grew bright amber-color, and 
then a creamy white, and, when finally hardened by setting it 
out again in the snow, would snap with a delicious, brittle 
crispness most delightful to see! How jolly were the whole 
party after this gay evening, as each wended his way home 
over the crisp sparkling snow, with a portion of candy-sticks, 
—and what talking there was in school next day, and what a 
going over of the jokes of last evening, — and how every latch 
of every door in all the houses round had molasses-candy on 
it for a week after, — are all things that my little readers who 
have ever given candy frolics will not need to have told them. 

What I have said will be enough to show you that Pussy 


made a merry time of winter no less than summer. 
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VAG BI 


] ITTLE Pussy went on in the sort of life we have de 

— scribed two or three years longer, helping her mothe 
at home, and going across the lots and through the woods 
to the distant Academy ; and gradually she grew taller and 
larger, till one day her father woke up and said to her 
mother, “ Wife, our Pussy is growing into a real handsome 
little woman.” 

Now Pussy heard the remark as she was moulding up some 
little biscuit in the next room, and she smiled to herself. 

“Am I pretty, I wonder?” she said to herself. So that 
evening she strolled down into the meadow, where the brook 
spread out in one place into a perfect little looking-glass, set 
in a green enamelled frame of moss and violets, and waving 
feathers of fern-leaves. Here she sat down on the bank, and 
began to consider herself in the water. Looking in, she saw 
a pair of eyes just the color of the blue violets which were 
fringing the bank, a pair of rosy cheeks, a fair, white forehead, 
and some long curls of brown hair. Pussy considered awhile, 
and then she gathered some violets and crowsfoot, and droop- 
ing meadow-grasses, and wove them into a garland, and put it 


on her head, and peeped into the brook again to see how it 
looked. 
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“She is pretty,” said old Mother Fern to Miss Hepatica. 
“She is pretty, and she has come now to the time when she 
may as well know it. She will begin now to dress herself, and 
brush out her feathers, as the bluebirds and robins do in the 
spring-time.” 

Pussy walked home with the garland on her head, and at 
the door she met her father. 

“Why, how now?” he said. “ You look as your mother 
used to when I went a-courtin’. Girls always get the knack 


of fixin’ up when their time comes.” 
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And that night the father said to the mother, “I say, wife, 
you must get Pussy a new bonnet.” 

“T’ve been braiding the straw for one all winter,” said the 
wife. “Last fall we picked and sorted the straw, and got the 
very nicest, and I have enough now done to makea nice straw 
hat. I will soon have it sewed, and then, when you drive over 
to Elverton, you can get it pressed in Josiah’s bonnet fac- 
tory.” 

“ And I'll buy her a ribbon myself,” said the father. 

“No, no, father; after all, it would be better to let'me have 
the wagon and the old horse, and take her over. to Worcester 
to choose for herself. Girls have their own notions.” 

“ Well, perhaps that ’ere’s the best way, mother. I tell you 
what, — that child has been a treasure to us, and I would n't 
stand for expense; get her a new gown too. I won't stand 
for money. If you have to spend ten dollars, I would n't mind 
it, to have her dressed up as handsome as any gal that sits in 
the singers’ seats on Sunday.” 

What would little Emily Proudie have thought of a spring 
outfit that could be got for ten dollars? One of her dresses 
was trimmed with velvet that cost thirty dollars, and Emily 
cried when it was brought home because it was the wrong 
shade of color, and sent it back to Madame Tulleruche, to 
have all the velvet ripped off, and thirty dollars’ worth of an- 
other shade put on. But what did she know or care how 
much it cost? 
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The next morning, after the worthy couple had arranged for 
Pussy’s spring prospects, her father was so full of the subject 
that he could not forbear opening it to her at once. So at 
breakfast he pulled forth a great leather pocket-book, out of 
which he took a new ten-dollar bill, which he laid on Pussy’s 
plate. 

“ Why, father, what is this?” said Pussy. 

“Well, I noticed last night how pretty you looked with your 
posies on, and I told your mother the time was come when 
you 'd be a-wantin’ folderols and such like, —as girls ought to 
have when they come to the right age; and, as youve been 
always a good daughter, and never thought of yourself, why, 
we must think for you ; and so there ’t is. Get yourself any 
bit of finery you want with it. I don’t grudge it.” 

Now Pussy had never in her life had a dollar of her own 
before, and if, instead of ten dollars, it had been ten thousand, 
she could scarcely have been more delighted. She laughed 
and cried and jumped for joy, and she and her mother calcu- 
lated over and over again how this large sum should be in- 
vested. Pussy insisted that half of it should be spent for 
mother; but mother very firmly insisted that every bit of it 
should go to Pussy’s spring outfit. 

“Let her have her way, child,” said the father. “ Don’t you 
see that you are herself over again? She has her young days 
again in dressing you.” 


And so the straw braid was sewed into a little flat straw 
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hat; and the straw was so white and delicate, and the braid 
so fine, that all the gossips round about said that the like of it 
had never been seen in those parts. And when she sent it 
over to the bonnet factory at Elverton, Josiah Stebbins — who 
was at the head of the factory, and was a cousin of Pussy’s 
mother, and, some say, an old sweetheart too — he put the pre- 
cious little hat through all the proper processes, and delivered 
it at last, safe and shining, to her, and would not take a cent in 
pay ; so that there was Pussy’s little fortune still untouched. 

Then they had a glorious day, going over to Worcester, 
shopping. They had a friend in town with whom they could 
stay over night ; and so, though it was a good twenty miles’ 
drive, they did not mind it. 

There they bought a white cambric dress, and a blue ribbon, 
and a wreath of lovely white daisies, mixed with meadow-grass, 
which the shopman said had been made in Paris. Pussy won- 
dered in her heart how Paris milliners could know so exactly 
how meadow-flowers looked. The young man at first asked so 
much for the wreath that Pussy quite despaired of being able 
to get it; but when he saw the blue eyes fixed so longingly on 
it, and noticed the pretty light on her curls as she turned her 
head in the sunshine, somehow he began (like a great many 
other young men) to wish that a pretty girl could have her own 
way ; so finally he fumbled at the lid of the box, and looked 
at the price-mark, and said that it was the last of the set, and 


that they were closing out the stock, and ended by letting her 


LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 59 


have it for just half the price he originally asked. So Pussy 
returned home the next day delighted, with what seemed to 
her a whole wardrobe of beautiful things. 

Very fast flew her little fingers as she fixed the wreath of 
daisies and meadow-grass around the shining crown of the 
delicate straw hat, and then tied it with long strings of blue 
ribbon, and found, to her delight, that there was enough still 
remaining to make a sash to her white dress. 

Her mother fitted the dress, and Pussy sewed it ; and the 
next Sunday Pussy’s father took her to church with a delight- 
ed heart. He was observed to keep wide awake all sermon- 
time, staring straight up into the front gallery, where Pussy 
sat in the singers’ seats, with her pink cheeks, her blue eyes 
and blue ribbons, and nodding wreath of daisies and meadow- 
grass. He disturbed his wife’s devotion several times while 
the choir were singing, 


“While the lamp holds out to burn, 


The vilest sinner may return,” 


with his “Mother! mother!” (with a poke of the elbow.) 

“What is it, father ?” 

“Do look up at her.” 

“T have looked.” 

“But, mother,” (another poke,) “isn’t she the prettiest girl 
you ever saw?” 

“Father, dear, don’t talk now.” 

“T declare,” said the father, as they were driving home, “I 


don’t grudge that ’ere ten dollars one grain.” 
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ND so it became an established fact that our little Pussy 
Willow was very pretty to look at, as well as good for 

use. Now, for our part, we are not of the class of those who 
think it is no sort of matter how one looks if one is only good. 
Our kind Father in heaven has set us the example of making 
all his useful works ornamental. A peach-tree might have 
been made to bear good peaches without having any ornament 


about it; in fact, peaches might have been made just as they 
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come into market, in rough bushel-baskets; but, instead of 
that, only see the beauty that is lavished on a peach-tree! 
There is no flowering shrub that one can get for one’s front 
door-yard that is more beautiful. There is, first, the beauty 
of its long, narrow green leaf, which grows with so rich a lux- 
uriance, and then the beauty of its lovely pink blossoms, and 
after that the charming velvet peach, colored so beautifully 
with a rosy bloom on one side. And so, in the same manner, 
apple and pear trees are in the spring of the year covered with 
the most delicate and delicious flowers. Now, as not more 
than one in a dozen of these thousands of blossoms ever sets 
for fruit, it is plain that our good Father meant them for orna- 
ment alone. 

And so the impulse which makes men and women wish to 
ornament the houses they live in, and to wear delicate and 
beautiful clothing, is quite in agreement with the will of our 
great Creator, who has made everything beautiful in its season. 

So that when our little Pussy, on Sunday morning, felt such 
pleasure in tying on her pretty, fair straw hat, crowned with 
nodding daisies and meadow-grasses, she was just as good a 
little Christian as she was when she was getting breakfast and 
helping her mother about the daily work, or reciting her lesson 
in the Bible class at her Sunday school. 

It is not wrong for you, my little girl who reads this, to wish 
to look pretty, any more than it is wrong to wish to be good; 


and it is not in the least true that it is of no sort of impor- 
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tance how you look if you are only good. It is true, though, 
that it is a great deal more really beautiful to be good than to 
have a pretty face, or be well dressed. Think this over by 
yourself, and see if you do not find it so. If you have two 
schoolmates, one of whom is very pretty and wears the pret- 
tiest of clothes, and the other of whom is plain, and wears 
very plain clothes, at first you like the pretty one the best. 
But if she is ill-tempered and cross, if she frowns and scolds 
and is disobliging, by and by she really begins to look homely 
to you. And if your plain friend is always bright and cheer- 
ful and good-tempered and ready to oblige you, you begin to 
think her quite pretty; she looks pretty to you because you 
love her. 

Now the great trouble about girls and women is, not that 
they think too much of outside beauty, but that they do not 
think enough of inside beauty. If Pussy thought of nothing 
but how to dress herself, if her whole mind were taken up 
with thoughts about her clothes, she would be on the way to 
lose what is her best beauty, and her most lasting one, — that 
is, her unselfish and sweet disposition. 

So there is not the least harm, also, in loving to be admired, 
— especially if you prefer the admiration of your own dear, 
true friends to that of strangers. There are some young girls 
who do not care how they look at home, who do not care that 
their fathers and mothers and brothers should see them with 


tumbled and torn dresses, and rough hair, while they will 
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spend hours and hours in getting ready to shine in some party 
or ball. But our little Pussy was delighted to have her 
mother pleased, and her father happy, and to see that her 
brothers were proud of her. She looked at herself in the 
olass when she came home from church, and saw that she was 
very pretty, and thanked her Heavenly Father for it, and 
thought what a good girl she must try to be to those dear 
parents who loved her so dearly. 

She felt as if ten dollars spent on her dress was almost an 
extravagant sum, but thought she would try to make it up by 
being very industrious and economical ; and she began directly 
to be very busy, in secret, braiding straw to make her mother 
a bonnet that should be even finer and nicer than her own. 
She had learned so weil that she could braid straw while she 
was reading or studying, and her little fingers were never idle, 
even while her mind was away on other things. 

The love of beauty did not stop with her own dress. She 
began to consider what could be’done to make their home 
attractive. There had been always a best room at the farm- 
house, but it had been rather a bare place. Not one of the 
thousand little pretty things and knick-knacks which dress up 
modern parlors could they have at the farm-house. The floor 
had not even a carpet, but was covéred with clean white sand, 
crinkled with great art and care, so as to resemble the rippled 
sand on the sea-beach. 


But Pussy set her eyes on this room, and resolved to make 
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it pretty. First she persuaded her mother to let her open the 
windows and take away some heavy, dark paper curtains, so 
that the bright light of the sun might be let in. Then she 
searched the buffet, in the corner of the best room, and found 
there an old India china bowl that belonged to her mother’s 
wedding tea-set, and this she set upon the table and kept con- 
stantly full of mignonette and other sweet flowers that per- 
fumed the air of the room. Then she arranged mosses and 
ferns in various little fanciful plots upon various dishes and 
plates. Her brothers, seeing her object, lent her the aid of 
their strong arms, and dug up for her roots of plumy ferns, 
which they brought home all waving with their great fan-like 
leaves, and planted for her in the lower half of a cask which 
they sawed in two for the purpose.’ This was set in the fire- 
place, and then Pussy busied herself in covering the sides of 
the cask with green moss. The looking-glass she ornamented 
with wreaths of evergreen, intermingled with the long gray 
moss that grew on the boughs of pine-trees, and brightened 
by red berries. In short, after a while the little parlor looked 
like some of those quaint mossy bowers in the woods, where 
one loves to sit and enjoy the sunshine. 

There were tall, climbing rose-bushes which grew up over 
the window and looked in with a hundred rosy, inquiring faces, 
all through the month of June ; and by the time the roses had 
passed away, there were morning-glories planted at the roots 
of the bushes which kept up a constant succession of bright 


blossoms through the summer. 
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Pussy had induced her brother to make her a rough frame 
for a lounge, which she cushioned and stuffed, and then cov- 
ered with a pretty, neat green chintz. <A couple of rough 
boxes, cushioned and covered with the same material, made a 
pair of ottomans to match this lounge; and the room really 
began to wear quite an inviting appearance. 

Pussy had persuaded her father to allow her the milk of one 
cow, which he cheerfully did, for he knew she was a deft little 
dairy-maid. Pussy was happy and busy enough taking charge 
of Clover, — for so her cow was called. She prepared a break- 
fast for her every morning with her own hands, and Clover 
would come up and stand with her head over the fence waiting 
for it. Pussy would stroke her head, and pat her, and talk to 
her, and tell her that she must try and be a good cow, and give 
her a plenty of milk to make butter of; and Clover would 
look at her attentively out of her great, clear, soft eyes, where 
you could see the shadow of the lashes just as you can see the 
rushes in a brook. The fact is, Pussy grew so fond of Clover 
that she spent a great deal of time petting her. Clover 
learned some of the arts of civilized life with great rapidity ; 
she would eat cake and gingerbread and apples out of Pussy’s 
hand, and Pussy would sometimes put a wreath of buttercups 
and daisies round her horns, and lead her by one horn to look 
at herself in the brook, and see how she liked herself. What 
Clover thought of all this she never mentioned; but she 
showed her regard for her young mistress in the best way that 
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a cow could devise, by giving the most uncommon quantity of 
nice rich milk. And then Pussy’s brothers went to work and 
built a milk-room out in the pasture directly over the brook, so 
that the little stream pattered directly through it; and here 
Pussy’s pans of milk were set to raise their cream, and here 
was her seat when she used to churn and work her butter. 
Pussy’s butter became quite celebrated in the neighborhood, 
and sold for an extra price, and Pussy counted the money with 
a glad heart. In six months she had saved enough to buy a 
neat little shelf of books to put in the parlor; and many and 
many a happy hour at home grew out of that shelf of books. 
No ornament of a house can compare with books ; they are 
constant company in a room, even when you are not reading 
them. 

Pussy used sometimes to take a book out and show it to 
Clover, and say, “ Thank you for this, dear Clover,’ — all 
which Clover accepted in perfect serenity. 
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ITTLE PUSSY had now grown up to be quite a young 
woman. She was sixteen years old, tall of her age, and 
everybody said that, though she was n’t handsome, she was a 
pretty girl. She looked so open-hearted and kind and obli- 
ging, — she was always so gay and chatty and full of good 
spirits, —so bright and active and busy, — that she was the 
very life and soul of all that was going on for miles around. 
Little Emily Proudie was also sixteen, and everybody said 
she was one of the most perfectly elegant girls that walked 
the streets of New York. Everybody spoke of the fine style 
of her dress; and all that she wore, and all she said and 
did, were considered to be the height of fashion. Never- 
theless, this poor Emily was wretchedly unhappy, — was get- 
ting every day pale and thin, and her heart beat so fast 
every time she went up stairs that all the household were 
frightened about her, and she was frightened herself. She 
spent hours in crying, she suffered from a depression of 
spirits that no money could buy any relief from, and her 
mother and aunts and grandmothers were all alarmed, and 
called in the doctors far and near, and had solemn consul- 
tations, and in fact, according to the famiiy view, the whole 


course of society seemed to turn on Emily’s health. They 
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were willing to found a water-cure, — to hire a doctor on pur. 
pose, — to try homoeopathy or hydropathy, or allopathy, ot 
any other pathy that ever was heard of, —if their dear ele- 
gant Emily could only be restored. 

“Tt is her sensitive nature that wears upon her,” said her 
mamma. “She was never made for this world; she has an 
exquisiteness of perception which makes her feel even the 
creases in a rose-leaf.” 

“ Stuff and folderol, my dear madam,” said old Dr. Hardhack, 
when the mamma had told him this with tears in her eyes. 

Now Dr. Hardhack was the nineteenth physician that 
had been called in to dear Emily, — and just about this time 
it was quite the rage in the fashionable world to run after 
Dr. Hardhack, — principally because he was a plain, hard- 
spoken old man, with manners so very different from the 
smooth politeness of ordinary doctors that people thought he 
must have an uncommon deal of power about him to dare to 
be so very free and easy in his language to grand people. 

So this Dr. Hardhack surveyed the elegant Emily 
through his large glasses, and said, “ Hum ! —a fashionable 
potato-sprout !— grown in a cellar ! — not a drop of red blood 
in her veins!” 

“What odd ways he has, to be sure!” said the grandmamma 
to the mamma; “ but then it’s the way he talks to everybody.” 

“My dear madam,” said the Doctor to her mother, “ you 


have tried to make a girl out of loaf-sugar and almond paste, 
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and now you are distressed that she has not red blood in her 
veins, that her lungs gasp and flutter when she goes up stairs, 
Turn her out to grass, my dear madam; send her to old 
Mother Nature to nurse; stop her parties and her dancing 
and her music, and take off the corsets and strings round her 
lungs, and send her somewhere to a good honest farm-house in 
the hills, and let her run barefoot in the morning dew, drink 
new milk from the cow, romp in a good wide barn, learn to 
hunt hens’ eggs, — I’]] warrant me you'll see another pair of 
cheeks in a year. Medicine won't do her any good ; you may 
make an apothecary’s shop of her stomach, and matters will 
be only the worse. Why, there is n’t iron enough in her blood 
to make a cambric needle !” 

“Tron in her blood !” said mamma ; “I never heard the like.” 

“ Yes, iron, — red particles, globules, or whatever you please 
to call them. Her blood is all water and lymph, and that is 
why her cheeks and lips look so like a cambric handkerchief, 
— why she pants and puffs if she goes up stairs. Her heart 
is well enough, if there were only blood to work in it; but it 
sucks and wheezes like a dry pump for want of vital fluid. 
She must have more blood, madam, and nature must make it 
for her.” 

“ We were thinking of going to Newport, Doctor.” 

“Yes, to Newport, to a ball every night, and a flurry of 
dressing and flirtation every morning. No such thing! Send 


her to a lonesome, unfashionable old farm-house, where there 


79 LITT LCE -RUSSYOoWwiILEew; 


was never a more exciting party thana quilting-frolic heard ot, 
Let her learn the difference between huckleberries and black. 
berries, —learn where checkerberries grow thickest, and dig 
up sweet-flag-root with her own hands, as country children do. 
It would dg her good to plant a few hills of potatoes, and hoe 
them herself, as I once heard of a royal princess doing, be- 
cause queens can afford to be sensible in bringing up their 
daughters.” 

Now Emily’s mamma and grandmamma and aunts, and all 
the rest of them, concluded that Dr. Hardhack was a very 
funny, odd old fellow, and, as he was very despotic and arbi- 
trary, they set about immediately inquiring for a nice, neat 
farm-house where the Doctor's orders could be obeyed ; and, 
curiously enough, they fixed on the very place where our 
Pussy lived; and so the two girls came together, and were 
introduced to each other, after having lived each sixteen years 
in this world of ours in such very different circumstances. 

It was quite an event, I assure you, at the simple little 
farm-house, when one day a handsome travelling-carriage 
drove up to the door, and a lady and gentleman alighted and 
inquired if they were willing to take summer boarders. 

“Indeed,” said Pussy’s mother, “we have never done such a 
thing, or thought of it. I don’t know what to say til! I ask 
my husband.” 

“My daughter is a great invalid,’ said the lady, “and the 


Doctor has recommended country air for her.” 
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“T’m afraid it would be too dull here to suit her,” said 
Pussy’s mother. 

“That is the very thing the Doctor requires,” said Emily’s 
mother. ‘My daughter's nerves are too excitable, — she re- 
quires perfect quiet and repose.” 

“What is the matter with your daughter?” said Mary 
Primrose. 

“Well, she is extremely delicate; she suffers from palpita- 
tions of the heart ; she can’t go up stairs, even, or make the 
smallest exertion, without bringing on dreadful turns of flut- 
tering and faintness.” 

“T’m afraid,’ said Mrs. Primrose, “we should not be able 
to wait on her as she would need. We keep no servants.” 

“We would be willing to pay well for it,’ said Emily’s 
mother. ‘“ Money is no object with us.” 

“Mother, do let her come,” said Pussy, who had stolen in 
and stood at the back of her mother’s chair. “I want her to 
get well, and I’ll wait on her. I’m never tired, and could do 
twice as much as I do any day.” 

“What a healthy-looking daughter you have!” said Emily’s 
mother, surveying her with a look of admiration. 

“Well,” said Pussy’s mother, “if s#e thinks best, I think we 
will try to do it; for about everything on our place goes as she 
says, and she has the care of everything.” 

And so it was arranged that the next week the new boarder 


was to come. 
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ND so it was settled that our elegant young friend, Miss 
Emily Proudie, was to go and stay at the farm-house with 
Pussy Willow. Dr. Hardhack came in to give his last direc- 
tions, in the presence of grandmamma and the aunts and 
mamma, who all sat in an anxious circle. 

“Do pray, dear Dr. Hardhack, tell us just how she must be 
dressed for that cold mountain region. Must she have high- 
necked, long-sleeved flannels ?”’ said mamma. 

‘‘T will make her half a dozen at once,’ chimed in Aunt 
Maria. 

“Not ‘sé tast,.. said Dr Hardhacks @ sleet srccecaboutst is 
young lady,” and with that Dr. Hardhack endeavored to intro- 
duce his forefinger under the belt of Miss Emily’s dress. 

Now the Doctor’s forefinger being a stout one, and Miss 
Emily’s belt ribbon being drawn very snugly round her, the 
belt ribbon gave a smart snap, and the Doctor drew out his 
finger with a jerk. “I thought so,” he said. “I supposed 
that there was n’t much breathing room allowed behind there.” 

“O, I do assure you, Doctor, Emily never dresses tight,” 
said her mother. 

‘“ Noindeed !” said little Miss Emily. “I despise tight lacing 


I never wear my clothes any more than just comfortable.” 
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“Never saw a woman that did,” said the Doctor. ‘ The 
courage and constancy of the female sex in bearing inconven- 
lences is so great, however, that that will be no test at all. 
Why, if you should catch a fellow, and gird his ribs in as Miss 
Emily wears hers all the time, he’d roar like a bull of Bashan. 
You would n’t catch a man saying he felt ‘comfortable’ under 
such circumstances ; but only persuade a girl that she looks 
stylish and fashionable with her waist drawn in, and you may 
screw and screw till the very life leaves her, and with her dy- 


ing breath she will tell you tnat it is nothing more than ‘coms 
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fortable” So, my young lady, you don’t catch me in that way. 
You must leave off belts and tight waists of all sorts for six. 
months at least, and wear only loose sacks, or thingumbobs, — 
whatever you eall ’em,—so that your lungs may have some 
chance to play, and fill with the vital air I’m going to send 
you to breathe up in the hills.” 

“But, Doctor, I don’t believe I could hold myself up with- 
out corsets,’ said Miss Emily. ‘“ When I sit up in a loose 
dress, I feel so weak I hardly know what to do. I need the 
support of something around me.” 

“My good child, that is because all those nice strong mus- 
cles around your waist, which Nature gave you to hold you 
up, have been bound down and bandaged and flattened till 
they have no strength in them. Muscles are nourished and 
strengthened by having blood carried to them ; if you squeeze 
a muscle down flat under a bandage, there is no room for 
blood to get into it and nourish it, and it grows weak and 
perishes. . 

“Now look there,” said the Doctor, pointing with his cane 
to the waist of a bronze Venus which adorned the mantle- 
piece, — “look at that great wide waist, look at those full mus- 
cles over the ribs that moved that lady’s breathing apparatus. 
Do you think a woman with a waist like that would be unable 
to get up stairs without fainting? That was the idea the old 
Greeks had of a Goddess,—a great, splendid woman, with 


plenty of room inside of her to breathe, and to kindle warm 
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vital blood which should go all over her with a glow of health 
and cheerfulness, — not a wasp waist, coming to a point and 
ready to break in two in the middle. 

“ Now just there, under Miss Emily’s belt, is the place where 
Nature is trying to manufacture all the blood which is neces- 
sary to keep her brain, stomach, head, hands, and feet in good 
condition, —and precious little room she gets to do it in. 
She is in fact so cooped up and _ hindered, that the blood she 
makes is very little in quantity and extremely poor in quality ; 
and so she has lips as white as a towel, cheeks like blanched 
celery, and headaches, and indigestion, and palpitations of the 
heart, and cold hands, and cold feet, and forty more things 
that people have when there is not enough blood to keep their 
systems going. 

“Why, look here,” said the Doctor, whirling round and 
seizing Miss Emily's sponge off the wash-stand, “your lungs 
are something like this, and every time that you take in a 
breath they ought to swell out to their full size, so that the air 
that you take in shall purify your blood and change it from 
biack blood to red blood. It’s this change in your lungs that 
makes the blood fit to nourish the whole of the rest of your body. 
Now see here,” said the Doctor, squeezing the sponge tight in 
his great hand,— “‘here’s what your corsets and your belt rib- 
bons do, — they keep the air-vessels of your lungs matted to- 
gether like this, so that the air and the blood can hardly get to. 


gether at all, and consequently it is impure. Don’t you see?” 
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“Well, Doctor,” said Emily, who began to be frightened at 
this, ‘do you suppose if I should dress as you tell me for six 
months my blood would come right again ?” 

“It would go a long way towards it, my little maid,” said 
the Doctor. “ You fashionable girls are not good for much, to 
be sure; but yet if a doctor gets a chance to save one of you 
in the way of business, he can’t help wishing to do it. So, 
my dear, I just give you your choice. You can have a fine, 
nice, taper little body, with all sorts of pretty little waists and 
jackets and thingumies fitting without a wrinkle about it, and 
be pale and skinny, with an unhealthy complexion, low spirits, 
indigestion, and all that sort of thing; or you can have a good, 
broad, free waist, with good strong muscles like the Venus up 
there, and have red lips and cheeks, a good digestion, and 
cheerful spirits, and be able to run, frisk, jump, and take some 
comfort in life. Which would you prefer now?” 

“Of course I would like to be well,” said Emily ; “and in 
the country up there nobody will see me, and it’s no matter 
how I look.” 

“To be sure, it’s no matter,” chimed in Emily's mamma. 
“Only get your health, my dear, and afterwards we will see.” 

And so, a week afterwards, an elegant travelling-carriage 
drew up before the door of the house where Pussy’s mother 
lived, and in the carriage were a great many bolsters and pil- 
Jows, and all sorts of knick-knacks and conveniences, such as 
sick young ladies use, and little Emily was brought out of the 
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carriage, looking very much like a wilted lily, and laid on the 
bed up stairs in a chamber that Pussy had been for some 
weeks busy in fitting up-and adorning for her. 

And now, while she is getting rested, we will tell you all 
about this same chamber. When Pussy first took it in hand 
it was as plain and dingy a little country room as ever you 
saw, and she was very much dismayed at the thought of put- 
ting a genteel New York young lady in it. 

But Pussy one day drove to the neighboring town and sold 
her butter, and invested the money she got for it, —- first in 
a very pretty delicate-tinted wall-paper and some white cot- 
ton, and some very pretty blue bordering. Then the next day 
she pressed one of her brothers into the service, and cut and 
measured the wall-paper, and contrived the breadths, and made 
the paste, and put it on the paper as handily as if she had 
been brought up to the trade, while her brother mounted on 
a table and put the strips upon the wall, and Pussy stroked 
down each breadth with a nice white cloth. Then they fin- 
ished all by putting round the ceiling a bordering of flowers, 
which gave it quite an air. It took them a whole day to do it, 
but the room looked wonderfully different after it was done. 

Then Pussy got her brother to make cornices to the win- 
dows, which she covered with bordering like that on the walls, 
and then she made full white curtains, and bordered them 
with strips of the blue calico ; she also made a bedspread to 
match. There was a wide-armed old rocking-chair with a 
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high back, that had rather a forlorn appearance, as some of its 
slats were broken, and the paint wholly rubbed off, but Pussy 
took it in hand, and padded and stuffed it, and covered it with 
a white, blue-bordered dress, till it is doubtful whether the 
chair would have known itself if it could have looked in the 
class. 

Then she got her brother to saw out for her a piece of 
rough board in an oblong octagon shape, and put four legs 
to it; and out of this foundation she made the’ prettiest 
toilet-table you can imagine. The top was stuffed like a 
large cushion, and covered with white, and an ample flowing 
skirt of white, bordered with blue, like the bedspread and 
window-curtains, completed the table. Over this hung a look- 
ing-glass whose frame had become very much tarnished by 
time, and so Pussy very wisely concealed it by looping around 
‘t the folds of some thin white muslin that had once been 
her mother’s wedding-dress, but was now too old and tender 
for any other usage than just to be draped round a mirror. 
Pussy arranged it quite gracefully, and fastened it at the top 
and sides with some smart bows of blue ribbon, and it really 
looked quite as if a French milliner had been at it. 

Then beside this, there was a cunning little hour-glass stand, 
which she made for the head of the bed out of two old dilapi- 
dated spinning-wheels, and which, covered with white like the 
rest, made a handy little bit of furniture. Then Pussy had 


‘arranged vases of blue violets and apple-blossoms here and 
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there, and put some of her prettiest books in the room, and 
hung up one or two pictures which she had framed very 
cleverly in rustic frames, and on the whole the room was made 
so sweet and inviting that, when Emily first looked around it, 
she said two or three times, “ How nice! How very pretty 
itis! I think I shall like to be here.” } 

Those words were enough to pay Pussy for all her trouble. 
“O mother, Iam so sorry for her!” she said, rushing down 
stairs; “and I’m so glad she likes it! To think of her being 
so weak, and I so strong, and we just of an age! I feel as if 
I could n’t do too much for her.” 

And what the girls did together we will tell you by and by 
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W* left little Miss Emily Proudie lying like a broken lily, 

stretched out on the white bed that Pussy Willow had 
made for her, where, tired with her day’s ride, she slept 
soundly. 

Dr. Hardhack had been very positive in saying that neither 
her mother nor any of her aunts, nor indeed any attendant 
who had taken care of her in New York, should have any- 
thing to do with her in her new abode. “ She is to break all 
old associations,” he said, “and wake up to a new life. I cant 
answer for her health if you give her even a servant that she 
has had before. Engage some good, wholesome country-girl 
for a companion for her, and some good farmer’s wife to overlook 
her, and turn her out into a nice, wide old barn, and let her 
lie on the hay, and keep company with the cows,” he went 
on. “Nature will take care of her, — only give her a chance.” 

About five o’clock the next morning, Emily was wakened 
by a bustle in the house. What could be the matter? she 
thought, there was such a commotion on the stairs. It was, 
however, only the men folk of the household going down to 
their breakfast ; and Pussy and her mother had been up long 
before, in time to get the corn-cake baked, and coffee made, 
ani everything ready for them. 


LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. SI 


’ Then there began to come up into the windows such a 
sound of cackling and lowing and bleating, as the sheep and 
the cows and the oxen all began, in different tones, calling 
for their morning breakfast, and gossiping with one another 
about a new day. Emily lay in her bed, and watched the 
pink light, making her white curtains look all rose-color, and 
the sounds of birds and hens and cows and sheep all mingled 
in her mind in a sort of drowsy, lulling murmur, and she 
fell into a soft, refreshing doze, which melted away into a 
deep sleep ; and so she slept ever so long. When she awoke 
again the sun was shining clear and bright through her win- 
dow-curtains, which had been looped back with festoons of 
wild roses, that seemed so fresh and beautiful that she could 
not help starting up to look at them. 

She perceived at once that while she had been sleeping some 
one must have been in her room, for by the side of her bed was 
a table covered with a white cloth, and on the table was a tall, 
slender vase, full of fresh morning-glories, blue and purple and 
rose-colored and dark violet, with colors as intense and vivid 
as it they really had been morning clouds grown into flowers. 
“O, how beautiful !”’ she exclaimed. 

“T'm so glad you like them!” said a voice behind her ; and 
Pussy Willow stood there ina trim morning-wrapper, with just 
the nicest white frill you ever saw around her little throat. 

“QO, did you bring these flowers here ?” 


“Why, yes; I picked them for you with the dew on them 
6 
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I thought it a pity you should not see them before the sun 
shut them up. They are ever so beautiful, but they only last 
one morning.” 

“Is that so?” said Emily. “I never knew that.” 

“Certainly ; but then we always have new ones. Some 
mornings I have counted as many as sixty or seventy at my 
milk-room window when I have been skimming the cream.” 

“ How very early you must get up!” 

“Ves, about the time the bobolinks and robins do,” said 
Pussy, cheerfully. “I want to get my work all done early. 
But come now, shall I help you to dress?’—-and Pussy 
brought water and towels to the bedside, and helped Emily 
with all her morning operations as handily as if she had been 
a maid all her life, till finally she seated her, arrayed in a 
neat white wrapper, in the rocking-chair. 

“ And now for your breakfast. I have got it all ready for 
you,” —and Pussy tripped out, and in a few moments re- 
turned, bringing with her a tea-tray covered with a fine white 
cloth, which she placed upon the stand. “Now let ’s move your 
table up to you, and put your vase of flowers in the centre.” 

“QO, what a pretty breakfast!” said Emily. 

And so it was, and a good one too; for, first, there was 
a large saucer of strawberries, delightfully arranged on green 
vine-leaves ; then there was a small glass pitcher full of the 
thicket and richest cream, that was just the color of a sat 
frano rose-leaf, if any of my little friends know what that 1s. 
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Then there was the most charming little cake of golden 
butter you ever saw, stamped with a flower on it, and ar- 
ranged upon two large strawberry-leaves, that actually had 
a little round pearl of dew on each of their points. Pussy 
had taken great pains to preserve the dew-drops unbroken 
on those leaves ; she called them her morning pearls. Then 
there were some white, tender little biscuits, and some nice 
round muffins of a bright yellow color, made of corn meal, 
by a very choice receipt on which Pussy prided herself. So 
on the whole, if you remember that Emily’s chair stood be- 
fore an open window where there was a beautiful view of 
ever so many green hills, waving with trees, and rolling their 
green crests, all sparkling and fresh with morning dew, you 
may not wonder that she felt a better appetite than for 
months before, and that she thought no breakfast had ever 
tasted so good to her. 

“Do eat some with me,” she said to Pussy, — for Emily 
was a well-bred girl, and somehow did not like to seem to 
take all to herself. 

“QO, thank you,” said Pussy, “ but you see I had my break- 
fast hours ago.” 

“Why, what time do you get up?” said Emily, opening 
her eyes wide. 

“QO, about four o'clock” 

“ Four o'clock !” said Emily, drawing in her breath. “How 
dreadful !” 
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“T don't find it so,” said Pussy, with a gay laugh. “If 
you only could see how beautiful everything is, — so fresh 
and cool and still!” 

“Why, do you know,” said Emily, “that when I heard 
people moving this morning, I thought it was some time in 
the night? I thought something must have happened.” 


” 


“Nothing but what happens every morning,” said Pussy, 
laughing. “I hope it did n’t disturb you.” 

“O no; I fell into a very sound sleep after it. Why, it 
must have been two or three hours before I woke again. 
What do you find to do?” 

“QO, everything you can think of. I feed Clover, and milk 
her. You must get acquainted with Clover; she is just the 
gentlest, most intelligent little beast you ever saw, and I 
make a great pet of her. Mother laughs at the time I spend 
in getting her breakfast ready every morning, and says she 
believes I put eggs and sugar in her corn-cake. I don’t 
quite do that ; but then Clover expects something nice, and 
I love to give it to her. She has beautiful, great, soft eyes, 
and looks at me with such gratitude when I feed her! 
She would be glad to lick my hand; but her tongue is 
rather too rough. Poor Clover, she does n’t know that! 
But you ought to see the milk she gives! By and by per- 
haps you would like to come down to my spring-house and 
see my pans of milk and cream.” 


“And do you really make butter ?” 
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“Certainly ; I made this that you are eating.” 

“What, this morning?” 

“No, yesterday ; but I stamped it this morning on purpose 
for your breakfast. It has a pansy on it, you see; Brother 
Jim cut my stamp for me,—he has quite a taste for such 
things.” 

“Dear me!” said Emily, “how much you must have to do! 
I think I must be quite a trouble to you, with all your engage 
ments; I think Dr. Hardhack ought to have let me bring a 
maid.” 

“QO, she would only be in the way,” said Pussy ; “you had 
a great deal better let me take care of you.” 

“But you must have so much to do—” 

“O, my work for to-day is about all done; I have nothing 
to do really. The butter is made, and set away to cool, and 
the dinner all put up for the men to take to the field; and 
they won't come home till night. This is my time for sewing, 
and reading and writing, and doing all things in general. 
And so, now, when you feel hke it, I’ll show you about over 
the premises.” 

So the two girls put on their hats, and Pussy began to lead 
her frail young friend about with her. 

First, they went down along by the side of the brook, at the 
bottom of the garden, to the spring-house. It seemed refresh- 
ingly cool, and the brook pattered its way through it with a 


centle murmur. On either side was a wide shelf set full of 
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pans of milk, on which the soft, yellow cream was rising, and 
there was a little rustic seat at one end. 

“There is my seat,” said Pussy, pointing it out. ‘“‘ Here’s 
where I sit to work my butter, and do all sorts of things. It’s 
always cool here, — even in the hottest days.” Then Pussy 
showed Emily her churn, and the long row of bright tin pans 
that were sunning on a board on the outside. 

All this was perfectly new to Emily ; she nad never in her 
life thought how or where butter was made, and it was quite a 
new interest to her to see all about it. ‘If only you didn’t 
make it so very early,” she said, ‘‘I should like to see you 
do it.” | 

“It is right pretty work,” said Pussy, “and it is a delight 
always new to see the little golden flakes of butter begin to 
come in the cream! Perhaps, by and by, when you grow 
stronger, you might get up early for one morning. You have 
no idea what beautiful things there are to be seen and heard 
early in the morning, that never come at any other time of 
day. But now let’s gotothe barn. Wouldn't you like me to 
take you to ride while it’s cool? There is old Whitefoot left 
that the men are not using. I can have him whenever I pleae.” 

“But you say the men are all gone,” said Emily. 

“QO, I’ll harness him,” said Pussy; “ Whitefoot knows me, 
and will let me do anything I please with him. I do believe 
he ’d buckle his own girths, and harness himself up to oblige 


me if he could, — poor Whitefoot !” 
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So saying, they came into the large, clean, sweet-smelling 
barn, now fragrant with the perfume of new hay. It had 
great wide doors on either side, and opened upon a most glo- 
rious picture of the mountains, 

“Now,” said Pussy, “you must need rest awhile, and I’m 
going to get you up into my more particular haunt, -— up 
this ladder.” 

“©, dreadful! [ couldnt go up there,’ said Emily, “‘it 
would set my heart beating so.” 

“QO, never mind your heart,’ said Pussy; “just let me get 
my arm round your waist, and put your foot there,’ — and 
before Emily could remonstrate she found herself swung 
lightly up, and resting softly in a fragrant couch ot hay. 

“You didn’t know how easy it was to get up here,” said 
Pussy. 

| Notoebe= sure I. didn't,” said Emily. “ Whatwatecnice, 
queer old place, and how sweet the hay smells!” 

oONOWss said Pussy, “let me carry you to my boudoir, and 

ut you on my sofa.” 

There was a great open door above, where the hay was 
pitched in, and opposite this door Pussy placed Miss Emily, 
with a mountain of sweet-smelling hay at her back, and a soft 
couch of it under her. 

“There, now!” said Pussy, “ you are accommodated like a 
duchess. Now, say if I haven’t a glorious prospect from my 


boudoir. Wecan look quite up that great valley, and count 
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all those cloudy blue old mountains, and see the clouds sailing 
about in the sky, and dropping their shadows here and there 
on the mountains. I have my books out here, and some work, 
and I sit here hours at atime. Perhaps you’ll like to come 
here days, with me, and read and sew.” 

Now, to tell the truth, Emily had never been fond of read- 
ing, and as for sewing, she had scarcely ever taken a needle in 
her hand; but she said nothing about this, and only asked to 
look at Pussy’s books. There were Longfellow’s “ Evangeline,” 
Bryant’s Poems, Prescott’s “Ferdinand and Isabella,’ and 


“Paul and Virginia” in French. 
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“So you read French,” said Emily, in a tone of slight sur- 
prise. 

«A little; I don’t suppose I pronounce it well, for I never 
really heard a French person speak. Perhaps, by and by, 
when you are better, you will give me a few lessons.” 

Emily blushed, — for she remembered how very negligent 
of her studies she had been at school; but she answered, “I 
never was a very good scholar, but they used to say I hada 
very good accent; one cannot be years in a French school 
without acquiring that.” 

“And that is just what I need,” said Pussy, “so it all hap- 
pens just right; and you will give me a lesson every day, 
won't you?” 

“You are so kind to me,” said Emily, “that I should be 
glad to do anything I can.” 

“Then it’s all settled,” said Pussy, exultingly. “We will 
come and sit here with our books, and breathe the fresh air, 
and be all still and quiet by ourselves, and I will read to 
you, — that is,’ she said, blushing, “if you like to be read to.” 

“QO, you are very kind,” said Emily ; “I should like it of all 
things.” 

“And now,” said Pussy, “if you would like a little drive 
before the heat of the day comes on, I ’ll just speak to White- 
foot.” 

“You ’re not really in earnest in saying you can harness 


him ?” said Emily 
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“To be sure I am; how should we women folk ever get 
about if I could n't? I can push out the wagon, and have 
him in in a twinkling.” 

And, sure enough, Miss Emily, looking through a crack, 
saw old Whitefoot come out of his stable at the call of his 
young mistress, and meekly bend his sober old head to her 
while she put on the harness, and backed him between the 
shafts of the carriage, and then proceeded to fasten and 
buckle the harness, till, finally, all was ready. 

“ Now let me bring you down,” said Pussy. 

“You seem to think I am only a bale of goods,” said 
Emily, laughing. 

“Well, you are not to exert yourself too much at first. 
Mother told me I must be very careful about you, because 
I am so strong, and not expect you could do anything like me 
at first.” 

“Well, I think I shall try to help myself down,” said Emily ; 
“it was only foolish nonsense that made me afraid. I can 
hold to that ladder as well as you, if I only choose.” 

“To be sure. It is the best way, because, if one feels that 
‘Way, one can’t fall.” 

Emily had never done so much for herself before, and she 
felt a new sensation in doing it, —a new feeling of power 
over herself; and she began to think how much better the 
lively, active, energetic life of her young friend was, than her 


own miserable, dawdling existence hitherto. 
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The two girls took a very pleasant drive that morning. 
First to mill, where Pussy left a bag of corn to be ground into 
meal, and where Emily saw, for the first time, the process of 
making flour. Emily admired the little cascade, with its 
foamy fall of dark water, that turned the old, black, dripping 
mill-wheel ; she watched with somewhat awe-struck curiosity 
the great whirling stones that were going round and round, 
and the golden stream of meal that was falling from them. 
She noticed all along on the road that everybody knew Pussy, 
and had a smile and a word for her. 

“O, here ye be!” said the old miller; “ why, I’m glad to 
see ye; it’s as good as sunshine any day to see you a 
comin’.” And in return, Pussy had inquiries for everybody’s 
health, and for all their employments and interests. 

So the first day passed in various little country scenes and 
employments, and when Emily came to go to bed at night, 
although she felt very tired, she found that she had thought a 
great deal less of her ailments and troubles that day than 
common. She had eaten her meals with a wonderful ap- 


petite, and, before she knew it, at night was sound asleep. 
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XIII. 


7ELL, my dear girls, who read this story, I want now 

just to ask you, seriously and scberly, which you would 

rather be, as far as our story has gone on, — little Miss Pussy 
Willow, or little Miss Emily Proudie. 

Emily had, to be sure, twice or three times as much of all 
the nice things you ever heard of to make a girl happy as 
little Pussy Willow ; she had more money, a larger and more 
beautiful house, more elegant clothes, more brilliant jewelry, 
-—and yet of what use were these so long as she did not 
enjoy them ? 

And why did n’t she enjoy them? My dear little girl, can 
you ever remember, on a Christmas or Thanksgiving day, 
eating so much candy, ice-cream, and other matters of that 
nature, that your mouth had a bitter taste in it, and you 
loathed the very sight of cake or preserves, or anything 
sweet ? What earthly good did it do, when you felt in that 
way, for you to be seated at a table glittering with candy pyra: 
mids? You could not look at them without disgust. 

Now all Emily's life had been a candy pyramid. Ever since 
she was a little girl, her eyes had been dazzled, and her hands 
filled with every pretty thing that father, mother, aunts, 


uncles, and grandmothers could get for her, so that she was 
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all her time kept in this state of weariness by having too 
much. Then everything had always been done for her, so 
that she had none of the pleasures which the good God meant 
us to have in the use of our own powers and faculties. Pussy 
Willow enjoyed a ‘great deal more a doll that she made her- 
self, carving it out of a bit of white wood, painting its face, 
putting in beads for eyes, and otherwise bringing it into 
shape, than Emily did the whole army of her dolls, with all 
their splendid clothes. This was because our Heavenly 
Father made us so that we should find a pleasure in the 
exercise of the capacities he has given us. 

So when the good fairies which I have told you about, who 
presided over Pussy’s birth, gave her the gift of being pleased 
with all she had and with all she did, they knew what they 
were about, and they gave it to a girl that was going to grow 
up and take care of herself and others, and not to a girl that 
was going to grow up to have others always taking care of 
her. 

But now here at sixteen are the two girls; and as they are 
sitting, 


working and reading, I want you to look at them, and ask, 


this bright June morning, up in the barn-chamber, 


What has Miss Emily gained by her luxurious life of wealth 
and ease, that Pussy Willow has not acquired in far greater 
perfection by her habits of self-helpfulness ? 

When the two girls stand up together, you may see that 
Pussy Willow is every whit as pretty and as genteel in her 
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appearance as Emily. Because she has been an industrious 
country girl, and has always done the duty next her, you are 
not to suppose that she has grown up coarse and blowsy, or 
that she has rough, red hands, or big feet. Her complexion, 
it is true, is a healthy one; her skin, instead of being waxy- 
white, like a dead japonica, has a delicate shade of pink in its 
whiteness, and her cheeks have the vivid color of the sweet- 
pea, bright and clear and delicate; and she looks out of her 
wide clear blue eyes with frankness and courage at everything. 
She is every whit as much a lady in person and manners and 
mind as if she had been brought up in wealth and luxury. 
Then as to education, Miss Emily soon found that in all real 
solid learning Pussy was far beyond her. A girl that is will- 
ing to walk two miles to school, summer and winter, for the 
sake of acquiring knowledge, is quite apt to study with energy. 
Pussy had gained her knowledge by using her own powers 
and faculties, studying, reading, thinking, asking questions. 
Emily had had her knowledge put into her, just as she had 
had her clothes made and put on her; she felt small interest in 
her studies, and the consequence was that she soon forgot them. 

But this visit that she made in the country opened a new 
chapter in Emily’s life. I told you, last month, that she had 
a new sensation when she was climbing down the ladder from 
the hay-mow. The sensation was-that of using her own 
powers. She was actually so impressed with the superior 


energy of her little friend, that she felt as if she wanted te 


LITTLE PUSSY WILLOW. 95 


begin to do as she did; and, instead of being lifted like a 
cotton-bale, she put forth her own powers, and was surprised 
to find how nicely it felt. 

The next day, after she had been driving about with Pussy 
in the old farm-wagon, and seeing her do all her errands, she 
said to her, “Do you know that I think that my principal 
disease hitherto has been laziness? I mean to get over it. 
I’m going to try and get up a little earlier every morning, and 
to do a little more every day, till at least I can take care of 
myself. I have determined that I won’t always he a dead 
weight on other people’s hands. Let me go round with you, 
Pussy, and do every day just some little thing myself. I want 
to learn how you do everything as you do.” 

Of course, this good resolution could not be carried out in 
a day; but after Emily had been at the farm a month, you 
might have seen her, between five and six o’clock one beauti- 
ful morning, coming back with Pussy from the spring-house, 
-where she had been helping to skim the cream, and awhile 
after she actually sent home, to her mother’s astonishment, 
some little pats of butter that she had churned herself. 

Her mother was amazed, and ran and told Dr. Hardhack. 
“T wish you would caution her, Doctor ;, I’m sure she’s over- 
exerting herself.” 

“Never fear, my dear madam ; it’s only that there ’s more 
iron getting into her blood, —that’s all. Let her alone, or ~ 


tell her to do it more yet!” 
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“ But, Doctor, may not the thing be carried too far ?” 

“For gentility, you mean? Don’t you remember Marie 
Antoinette made butter, and Louis was a miller out at Marly ? 
Poor souls! it was all the comfort they got out of their regal 
life, that sometimes they might be allowed to use their own 
hands and heads like common mortals.” 

Now Emily’s mother didn’t remember all this, for she was 
not a woman of much reading ; but the Doctor was so positive 
that Emily was in the right way, that she rested in peace. 
Emily grew happier than ever she had been in her life. She 
and her young friend were inseparable ; they worked together, 
they read and studied together, they rode out together in the 
old farm-wagon. “I never felt so strong and well before,” 
said Emily, “and I feel good for something.” 

There was in the neighborhood a poor young girl, who by 
a fall, years before, had been made a helpless cripple. Her 
mother was a hard-working woman, and often had to leave her 
daughter alone while she went out to scrub or wash to get 
money to support her. Pussy first took Emily to see this girl 
when she went to carry her some nice things which she had 
made for her. Emily became very much interested in the 
poor patient face and the gentle cheerfulness with which she 
bore her troubles. 

“ Now,’ she said, “every week I will make something and 
take to poor Susan; it will be a motive for me to learn how 


to do things,’ —and so she did. Sometimes she carried to 
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her a nice little print of yellow butter arranged with fresh 
green leaves ; sometimes it was a little mould of blanc-mange, 
and sometimes a jelly. She took to cutting and fitting 
and altering one of her own wrappers for Susan’s use, and 
she found a pleasure in these new cares that astonished her- 
self. 

“ You have no idea,’ she said, “how different life looks to 
me, now that I live a little for somebody besides myself. I 
had no idea that I could do so many things as I do, —it’s 
such a surprise and pleasure to me to find that I can. Why 
have I always been such a fool as to suppose that I was 
happy in living such a lazy, useless life as I have lived ?” 

Emily wrote these thoughts to her mother. Now her 
mother was not in the least used to thinking, and new thoughts 
made a troublesome buzzing in her brain ; so she carried her 
letters to Dr. Hardhack, and asked what he thought of them. 

“Tron in her blood, my dear madam, — iron in her blood! 
Just what she needs. She’ll come home a strong, bouncing 
eit. | hope.’ 

“QO, shocking!” cried her mother. 

“Yes, bouncing,’ said Dr. Hardhack, who had a perverse 
and contrary desire to shock fine ladies. ‘“ Why should n’t 
she bounce? A ball that won’t bounce has no elasticity, and 
is good for nothing without a bat to bang it about. I shall 
give you back a live daughter in the fall instead of a half-dead 
one; and [ expect you'll all scream, and stop your ears, and 

A 
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run under beds with fright because you never saw a live girl 
before.” 

“Isn't Dr. Hardhack so original?” said mamma to grand- 
mamma. 

“ But then, you know, he’s all the fashion now,” said grand- 


mamma. 
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XIV. 


UR little friend, Miss Emily Proudie, had on the whole a 

very pleasant summer of it at the farm. By the time 
that huckleberries were ripe, in August, she could take her 
basket on her arm, and, in company with Pussy, take long 
walks, and spend whole afternoons in the pastures, sitting 
down on the great wide cushions of white foamy moss, such 
as you always find in huckleberry pastures, and picking pail- 
fuls of the round, shining black fruit. She never found herself 
tired and panting for breath, as she used to in her city life ; 
for there were no bandages or strings around her lungs to con- 
fine her breathing, and in place of the hot, close air of city 
pavements there were the spicy odors of the sweet-fern and 
the pine-trees and the bayberry-bushes. 

Then Pussy had brought her to be acquainted with all the 
birds, so that she knew every one just as well as she used to 
know her old calling acquaintance on Fifth Avenue. There 
was frisky Master Catbird, who sang like every other bird in 
the woods in turn, — five minutes like this one, and the next 
five minutes like that one, — and ended by laughing at them 
all, with as plain a laugh as ever a bird could make. And 
there were the bobolinks, with the white spots on their black 


wings, that fluttered and said, “ Chack, chack, chack!” as if 
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they did n’t know how to sing a word, and then all of a sudden 
broke out into a perfect bird babble of “ Chee-chees” and 
“ Twitter-twitters,” and said, “ O limph, O limph, O limp-e-te! 
sweetmeats, sweetmeats !” and, “ Veni si-no pi-le-cheer-ene!” 
And then, too, there was the shy white-throated finch, that 
never sings unless it is perfectly sure of being all alone by it- 
self in the deepest, shadiest little closet of an old pine-tree or 
a thick-leaved maple. 

Pussy had taught Emily how to creep round among the 
bushes, holding her breath, and moving in perfect silence, till 
at last they would get directly under the tree where the shy 
little beauty was sitting ; and then they would see her dress 
herself, and plume her feathers, and pour forth just six clear, 
measured musical notes, — a little plaintive, but so sweet that 
one who heard her once would want to hear again. 

Pussy used to insist that the bird uttered just six words in 
the tune of one of her Sunday-school hymns, — “ No war nor 
battle sound.” By close listening, you might after a time be 
quite sure that the bird sung exactly these words in her green, 
still retirement. 

Then there were a whole crowd more of meadow-larks, and 
finches, and yellow-birds, that used to sit on thistle-tops, and 
sing, and pick out the downy thistle-seeds, and snap them 
up, and send the little silvery plumes flying like fairy feathers 
through the summer air. 


Emily used to suppose that there were no sights to look at 
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in the country, where there was no theatre, and no opera, and 
no museum ; but she soon found that she could see, every day, 
out in a common pasture-lot, things more beautiful and curi- 
ous than any which could be gotten up to entertain people in 
the city. 

On Sundays they used to ride two good miles over hill and 
dale to the village church, and there Pussy had her Sunday- 
school class of nice rosy boys and girls, whom she seemed so 
fond of, and who were always so glad to see her. 


Many times the thought occurred to Emily, “ How happy 
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this girl is! Not a day of her life passes when she does not 
feel that she is bringing some good and useful thing to pass, 
feeling her own powers, and brightening the life of every one 
around her by the use of them. And I,” Emily thought, “have 
lived all my life like some broken-winged bird or sick chicken, 
just to be taken care of, — always to receive, and never to give; 
always to be waited on, and never to wait on anybody.” 

With health and strength and cheerfulness came a sort of 
‘consciousness of power, and a scorn of doing nothing, in this 
young girl’s mind. “ Because I am rich, is that any reason 
why I should be lazy,” she thought to herself, “and let my 
body and mind absolutely die out from sheer laziness? If I 
am not obliged to work to support myself, as Pussy is, still, 
ought I not to work for others, as she does? If I can afford 
to have all my clothes made, is that any reason why I should 
not learn to cut and fit and sew so as to help those who have 
not money? Besides,” thought the sensible Miss Emily, “my 
papa may lose his money, and become poor. Now being poor 
is no evil to Pussy ; she contrives to be just as happy, to look 
pretty, to dress well and neatly, and to make her home charm- 
ing and agreeable, — all by using her own faculties to the ut- 
most, instead of depending on others, and being a drag and a 
burden on them. I will try and do so too. To be sure it is 
late in the day for me, I have indulged laziness so long, — and 
I am lazy, that’s a fact. But then—” And then Emily went 


on thinking over the explanation that she had heard Pussy 
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give to her Sunday-school class, on the Sunday before, of the 
parable of the talents, and the uses different people made of 
them. “ These talents,” she thought, “are all our advantages 
for doing good ; and I have had somany! Iam like the man 
who just digged in the earth and buried his Lord’s money in 
darkness ; I have not done anything with my talents ; I have 
not cultivated my mind, though I have had every advantage 
for it; I have not even perfectly acquired any accomplishment. 
I have not done anybody any good, and I have not even been 
happy myself. My talent has not only not been increased, but 
it has grown less ; for I have lost my health, and come almost 
to the grave by foolish ways of dressing, by sitting up late 
nights, and living generally without any sensible worthy ob- 
ject. And now, if my Lord should come to reckon with me, 
what could I say about the use I have made of my talents?” 
This was more serious thinking than our Miss Emily had 
ever done before, and it ended in a humble, hearty prayer to 
her Saviour to enable her for the future to lead a better life ; 
and then she began to study as earnestly to learn how to do 
everything about a house, as if she were in very deed a poor 
girl, and needed to know. She insisted on taking the care of 
her own room, and early in the morning you might have heard 
her stepping about her apartment in a thrifty way, throwing 
open her window, and beating up her pillows and bolster, and 
putting them to air. Then she would insist on helping Pussy 


wash the breakfast things, and she would get her to teach 
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every step of the way to make bread and biscuit and butter, and 
all nice things. “It does me good, it amuses me, it gives me 
my health, and it makes me good for something,” she said. 
“Tf ever I should have use for this knowledge, I shall be at no 
loss, and you don’t know how much happier I am than when 
I did nothing.” 

“Now, Pussy dear,” she used to add, “ when I go back to 
New York this winter, you must come and visit me ; for I can- 
not do without you.” 

“Oh!” Pussy would say, laughing, “ you won't like me in 
New York. I do very well in the country, among the sweet- 
fern bushes and the bobolinks, but I should be quite /os¢ in one 
of your New York palaces.” 

“No, but you #us¢ come and show New-Yorkers what a 
country girl can be. Why, Pussy, you are a great deal better 
educated than I am, even in things where I have had more ad- 
vantages than you, just because you have had to struggle for 
them ; you have really set your heart on them, and so have 
got them. Knowledge has just been rubbed on to me upon 
the outside, while you have opened your mind, and stretched 
out your arms to it, and taken it in with all your heart.” 

Emily would not be denied, and Pussy’s mother said that 
she ought to have some little holiday, she had always been 
such a good girl; and so it was arranged that she should go 
back to New York with Emily when she went. 

But Emily was in no hurry to go back, for, as autumn came 
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on, and the long fine days grew cooler, she found that she 
could walk farther and farther, and spend more and more time 
in the open air. She had great fun in going chestnutting, out 
under the bright gold-colored chestnut-trees, where the prickly 
burrs opened and showered down abundance of ripe, glossy 
nuts. Emily would sometimes come home long after dark, 
having spent a whole afternoon in searching and tossing about 
the golden leaves, and bearing her bag of chestnuts in triumph, 
— and so hungry that good brown bread and milk tasted like 
the most delicious luxury. 

Then there were walnuts, and butternuts, and wild forest 
grapes, and bright-crimson barberries, all of which the young 
maidens went forth to seek, and in pursuit of which they gar- 
nered health and strength and happiness. 

“Why, Dr. Hardhack,” said Emily’s mother, “I don’t see 
as we shall ever get our Emily home again. I keep writing 
and writing, and still she says she isn’t ready ; there is always 
something ahead.” 

“Let her alone, maam, let her alone,’ said the Doctor. 
“Give Nature a chance more; youll all be tumbling on 
to her, and trying to undo all the good she’s getting, as 
soon as you get her home; so let her stay as long as pos- 
sible.” 

“QO Dr. Hardhack, you are so queer!” 

“Truth, ma’am!” said the Doctor. “ You are perfectly 
longing to kill that child ; it’s all you can do to allow her 


106 LITTLE PUSSY .WILLOW. 


a chance to breathe. But I insist upon it that she shall 
keep away from you as long as she has a mind to.” 

“Did you ever see such a queer old dear as Dr. Hardhack ?” 
said Emily’s mother. “ He does say the oddest things!” 

So in the next chapter we shall tell you about Pussy’s ad- 


ventures in New York. 
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XV. 


is ELL now, Dr. Hardhack, does n’t our Emily look 
beautifully ?” said Emily’s mother and grandmother 
and aunt, all in one breath. 

Emily had come home from her long abode in the country, 
and had brought her friend Pussy Willow with her; and they 
were sitting together now, a pair of about as rosy young 
females as one should wish to see of a summer day. 

Dr. Hardhack turned round, and glared through his spec- 
tacles at Emily. 

“Pretty fair,” he said; “pretty fair! A tolerable summer’s 
work, that!” — and he gave a pinch to Emily’s rosy cheek. 
“Firm fibre, that! real hard flesh, made of clover and morn- 
ing dew,—none of your flabby, sidewalk, skinny construc- 
mon-, 

“Well now, Doctor, we want you to tell us just what she 
may do,— just how much. I suppose you know, now she’s 
got into a city, she can’t dress exactly as she did up in the 
country.” 

sliseey | see. said Dr Hardhack ; ‘°F zzfe-at.once. 

mY Ollaseey wsaid wvunt Zarviah,.“there isn't: athing of al} 
her clothes that she can wear, having been all summer in those 


loose sacks, you know. She's sort 0’ spread out, you see.” 
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“T should think so,’ said Dr. Hardhack. ‘“ Well, my advice 
is, that you begin gradually screwing her up; get her corsets 
ready, with plenty of whalebone anda good tough lace; but 
don’t begin too hard, — just tighten a little every day, and by 
and by she'll get back to where all her things will fit her 
exactly.” 

“But, Doctor, won't that injure her health?” said the 
mamma. 

“ Of course it will, but I fancy she ’ll stand it for one win- 
ter; it won’t quite kill her, and that’s all we doctors want. 
If it suits you all, it does me, I’m sure. What should I do 
for my bread and butter, if all the girls of good families kept 
on living as these two have been living this summer? I 
really could n't afford it, in a professional point of view.” 

“Well, 7 have something to say on this point,” said Emily. 
“T wouldn’t lose my health again for anything that can be 
named.” 

“OQ pooh, pooh! I’ve heard a deal of talk of this sort 
before now. When patients are first up from a sickness, how 


prudent they mean to be! 


‘When the Devil was sick, the Devil a monk would be, — 


When the Devil got well, the devil a monk was he.” 


“Thank you, Doctor,” said Miss Emily ; “but I think at 
poetry doesn’t apply to me, if you please. I hope I’m not of 
that family.” 
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“Well, — but seriously, Doctor, you must tell us just how 
much it will do for Emily to do,” said the mamma. “One 
doesn’t want to give up the world entirely, and yet one 
does n’t want to lose one’s health.” 

“T see,’ said the Doctor ; “I appreciate the case entirely. 
Well, let her begin with the opera twice a week, and one Ger- 
man, kept up till daylight. In one week she wii! feel stronger 
than ever she did, and declare that nothing hurts her; then 
she can take two Germans, and then three, and soon. Fact 
is,’ said the Doctor, “of all the devices of modern society, 
none is so good for the medical practice as these Germans ; 
my best cases are made out of ‘em; they unite all the requi- 
sites for forming first-rate patients that keep on our hands for 
months and years, and are as good as an annuity tous. I’m 
not a fool, madam. I must look ahead for my bread and but- 
ter next spring, you see.” 

“ But, Doctor, I’m not going to Germans at all,” said Emily, 
stoutly. “I know now what life is, and what health is worth, 
and I’m not going to waste it in that way. Besides, I’m 
going to try to live for something better.” 

“Live for something better!” said the Doctor. ‘“ What 
sort of talk is that for a young lady in the first New York 
society ? What is there to live for better? I thought of it 
the other night when I was at a confirmation at Grace 
Church, and saw a whole bevy of pretty creatures, who all 


were engaging to ‘fight manfully under Christ’s banner,’ and 
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thought where they would be before spring. Whirling round 
all night in a low-necked dress is the kind of fighting they do; 
and then I’m called in as hospital surgeon to the dear dis- 
ciples when they are carried off the field exhausted. I know 
all about it. You cawz’t, of course, live for anything better. 
You could n't, for the world, be called singular, and be thought 
to have odd notions,—could you? That would be too hor- 
rible. 

“Now I knew a rich New York girl once who took to bad 
courses. She would go round visiting the poor, she would sit 
up with sick people, and there was no end to the remarks 
made about her.. People clearly saw how wicked it was of 
her to risk her health in that way,—how late hours and bad 
air and fatigue would certainly undermine her health, —and 
she was quite cast out of the synagogue. You must n't breathe 
bad air or over-exert yourself, unless you do so from a purely 
selfish motive; then it’s all right and proper,—this is our 
New York gospel.” 

Pussy Willow’s blue eyes were open very wide on the Doctor 
as he spoke, and there was a laugh in them, though she did 
not laugh otherwise. The Doctor caught the expression, and 
shook his cane at her. 

“O, you need n't sit there looking mischievous, miss. 
What do you know of life? You're nothing but a country 
girl, and you know no more of it than the bobolinks and chip- 


squirrels do. You'll soon learn to be ashamed of your roses, 
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and to think it’s pretty to have bad health. I'll bet a copper 
that you'll begin a course of corsets in a fortnight, and by 
spring we shall send you back to your milk-pails as white and 
withered as Miss Emily there. It’s astonishing how fast we 
can run a girl down, taking one thing with another, —the 


corsets, and the hot rooms with plenty of gas escaping into 


them from leaky tubes, and then operas and Germans for 


every night in the week. Of course it’s a charity to give you 
a good stiff dose of it; it’s hospitality, you see.” 
“Now, Doctor Hardhack, you dreadful man,” said Emily, 
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“you must just stop this talk. I brought Pussy down here on 
purpose to have somebody to help me to live better than I 
have lived. We shall just take a peep or two at New York 
sights, but we are not going into the gay world.” 

“Ta, ta, ta! don’t tell me,” said the Doctor, shaking his 
cane playfully at her; “ you won't be so unfair as to cut me 
in that way. I shall hear of you yet,— you'll see” ; and so 
the Doctor departed. 

“ What a droll man he is!” said Pussy. 

“Tt’s just his way,” said Emily’s mother ; “ he’s always run- 
ning on in this strange way about everything. For my part, 
I never know half what he means.” 

“Tt is tolerably plain what he means,” said Emily. “You 
must do exactly contrary to what he tells you, —as I shall ; 
so, aunty, don’t trouble yourself to try to alter my things, un- 
less it be to let them all out, for I’m going to keep all the 
breathing-room I’ve got, whether I have a pretty waist or 
not, I’d rather have color in my cheeks, and a cheerful 
heart, than the smallest waist that ever was squeezed together.” 

“ Such a pity one could n’t have both!” said Aunt Zarviah. 
“Your cousin Jane was in here last week with her new bis- 
marck silk, and it fits her so beautifully! Somebody said she 
looked as if she’d been melted and poured into it; there 
was n't a crease or a wrinkle! It did look lovely !” 

“Well, Aunt Zarviah, I must try some other way of looking 


lovely. Maybe, if I am always gay and happy, and in good 
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spirits, and have a fresh bright face, it may make up for not 
looking as if I had been melted and poured into my clothes.” 

To do Emily justice, she showed a good deal of spirit in 
her New York life. She and Pussy agreed to continue to- 
gether their course of reading and study for at least two 
hours a day ; then they both took classes in a mission Sunday 
school, which was held in the Church of the Good Shepherd, 
and they took up their work in real good earnest. 

“Now,” said Emily, “I am not going to give my class just 
the odds and ends and parings of strength which I have left 
after I have spent almost all in amusing myself; but I mean 
to do just the other way, and spend the strength left from 
really useful things in amusing myself.” 

The girls kept a list of their classes, and used regularly 
every week to visit the families from which the children came. 
In the course of these visits they found much else to do. 
They saw much of the life of the poor; they saw paths daily 
opening before them in which the outlay of a little time and 
a little money enabled them to help some poor struggling 
family to keep up a respectable standing ; they learned the 
real worth of both time and money ; and the long walks they 
took in all weathers in the open air kept up their strength and 
vigor. They went occasionally of an evening to some of the 
best sights in New York, and they saw what was really worth 
seeing ; but they did not make a winter’s work of rushing 


from one amusement to another. 
8 
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On the whole, the two girls, in spite of Doctor Hardhack, 
proved that a temperate, sober, healthy, useful life might be 
led even in the higher circles of New York. 

Dr. Hardhack used to pretend to fly into a passion when he 
saw them, —shook his stick at them wrathfully, exclaiming, 
“What is to become of me if you go on so?” and threatening 
to denounce them. “It’s a conspiracy against our bread and 
butter, the way these girls go on,” he said. “J sha’n’t havea 
shadow of a case in Miss Emily, and I’m an abused man.” 

So passed a pleasant winter, when one morning all New 
York waked up in arms. Emily’s father brought home the 
newspaper, — there was a war ; Emily’s brother came rushing 
in ail out of breath,— “The New York Seventh has got to 
be off ina twinkling. Girls, good by.” 

You remember, my little readers, those first days of the 
last war. What a stir and commotion there was everywhere 
through all the familics in the country! Fathers and broth- 
ers and lovers and husbands were marching off, and the wo- 
men left at home were so wishing and longing to be able 
to:do anything to help them! 

That was the time when every man and woman that was 
good for anything wished that they were richer and wiser 
and stronger than they were, that they might be able to do 
more for their country. 

Emily and her friend had hardly time to think, the thing 
had burst upon them so suddenly, and George Proudie was 
gone from them in an hour. 
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That day nobody in the house did anything but walk rest- 
lessly about the house and look aimlessly out of the windows, 
till the Seventh Regiment came down the street with banners 
flying and drums beating. Then the flags were waved from 
all the houses, and flowers were showered down, and people 
shouted and wept as they went by. 

“ Nobody knows whether we shall ever see George again,” 
said Emily’s mother, crying. 

“O, why was I not a man?” said Emily. “Why could I 
not go with him?” 

Emily’s cheeks were flushed and her eyes bright, and she 
looked full a head taller than usual. She was waked up all 
through her heart and soul to feel the joy and glory of doing 
something, of living a strong, active, vigorous life; and she 
felt that to go out to suffer hardships, and brave dangers, and 
endure toil and self-denial for a noble object, had something 
in it happier than to live in ease and luxury. 

“I am sick of all these things,” she said to Pussy that night, 
when they were in their chamber. 

The “things” she pointed at were a confused mass of French 
dresses, and her toilet covered with fancy jewelry. “I never 
knew before what a brave boy our George was,” she added. 
“Do you know he told me that he was going to be in the 
thickest of all the fighting, and volunteer to go into every 
danger. Isn't it splendid of him?” 


“Yes, indeed! it is.) said Pussy, with sparkling eyes; “1 
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know my brothers have enlisted. Here is the letter mother 
writes about them. Three of them gone in one regiment, 
and only one left to help father! He wanted to go, but they 
felt it was the duty of one to stay, and so he stayed!” 

The two girls lay awake half the night, wishing that they 


too could go for soldiers, 
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XVI. 


ELL, the war went on and on and on, and got to be 

a graver thing every day. What times those were, to 
be sure! Wasn't everything for a while turned topsy-turvy ? 
Those were days when all who had any capacity in them that 
was good for anything were sure to find it out and have it 
called into use. People who do great things and good things 
at such times do them because they have been laying up 
strength beforehand, and training themselves in body and 
mind. Then, when the time comes to use their faculties, they 
have them all ready, and know just where to find them. 

Very soon came the news of battles and skirmishes, and 
then of precious blood shed. Then of battles that left ever so 
many of the noblest and most precious of our Northern 
soldiers wounded and bleeding. Cannot all of you remember 
how the mothers and daughters and sisters, all over the coun- 
try, flew to their relief,—how societies were formed, and 
women worked day and night to send aid to the brave men 
who were fighting our battles on the field ? 

Then, had you been in New York, you must have seen the 
City Park lined along its edges with barracks thrown up to 
receive the wounded soldiers. Within were long lines of neat 
beds where the poor fellows lay There you might have seen 
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a pretty young girl, dressed in deep mourning, who came 
every day with her little basket on her arm, leaving at many a 
couch some token of her gentle presence and loving care. 
This is the girl that was once the idle, selfish Emily Proudie. 
What is she now? To the poor suffering men whom she 
visits every day she seems like an angel; and as she passes 
among them she leaves a bunch of flowers here, an interest- 
ing book or pamphlet there. Sometimes there is a little bot- 
tle of cologne, or a palm leaf fan, or a delicate, nicely hemmed 
handkerchief, — luxuries for the sick-bed of which her kind 
eye sees the need here and there. Occasionally she will sit 
for an hour at a time by some poor feverish boy, fanning away 
the flies, that he may sleep, and perhaps singing a sweet 
hymn. Once she used to get vast credit for singing French 
and Italian songs with a great many shakes and trills in them, 
which it fatigued her very much to learn, and which, when she 
got through with them, people complimented her for as won- 
derfully well done. Now she sang some simple airs from a 
soldier’s tune-book ; and when her tender voice rose, it was in 


words like these :— 


““Sweet hour of prayer, sweet hour of prayer, 
That calls me from a world of care, 
And bids me at my Father’s throne 


Make all my wants and wishes known.” 


Often, while she was singing, there would be such a stillness 


all up and down the hospital that you might hear a pin drop. 
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and you might see hard, dark hands brushing away tears 
quietly ; and then the men would speak softly of pious moth- 
ers, at whose knees they learned to pray long years ago. 

You remember the days when Emily had everybody in the 
house at her feet, waiting on her, and yet was full of disgust 
and weariness. In those days her back ached, and her head 
ached, and everything constantly troubled her; her dresses 
never were trimmed to suit her, and everything went wrong 
with her from morning to night. 

Now she is a different girl indeed. She wears a plain 
mourning dress for her dear brother, who was one of the 
first to lay down his life for his country ; but her dress costs 
her little thought and little care, because her heart is full of 
sweeter and nobler things. Emily is living no more for self, 
she is living for others ; she has learned the Saviour’s beau- 
tiful lesson that it is more blessed to give than to receive, and 
she finds it so. She uses every day all the strength she has, 
resolutely and systematically, in some good works of charity. 
Besides going to the hospital, she went often to the rooms of 
the Soldiers’ Aid Society to cut out work, and she took some 
home with her, that every hour might be usefully employed. 
She wrote letters for the poor fellows who were too feeble to 
write for themselves, and told distant mothers and friends how 
their beloved ones were doing. Many of Miss Emily’s letters 
are treasured in distant dwellings in the country, where her 
face has never been seen, because they are all the tidings that 


remain of some dear one forever lost to earth. 
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Emily’s mamma and aunts declared that the dear child was 
doing too much, and actually wearing herself out ; but Emily 
found one great secret, and that was, when she had used all 
her strength in good works, to look humbly to her Father in 
secret for more, — and this strength always came. 

“Aren't you afraid, Doctor, that Emily will wear herself 
out with visiting the hospitals and working for the soldiers ?” 
said anxlous mamma. 

The Doctor gave her a good look through his great round 
spectacles. 

“T think she’ll stand it,’ he said, “rather better than she 
used to stand the opera and the German some winters ago.” 

“And if I don't,’ said Emily, “I’d rather wear out than 
rust out. I have found out what life is good for now.” 

As to Pussy Willow, she had a brother who rose to be a 
General, and had command of a whole State, and she went to 
the South to keep house for him. One of the largest hospi- 
tals in the Southern Department was conducted under her 
eye and care, and a most capital one it was. She had 
strength, the result of years of healthy energy, to give to the 
service of her country. She had experience in the use of 
her hands, and could do everything in the neatest and quickest 
way ; and when a hundred desperately wounded men are 
brought in at once to be relieved and made comfortable, no- 
body without experience can tell how important it is to know 


how to do exactly the right thing in the least time. The 
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nights that Pussy has been up in her hospital kitchen, making 
soup and gruel and coffee, when the wounded were being 
brought in after a battle! She moved so quickly that she 
seemed to be everywhere ; she directed everybody and every- 
thing, and wherever anything seemed in danger of going 
wrong, there she was in a trice, and set it right again. 

Nobody knows the amount of work done by fair, delicate 
women in those days. They did not turn aside from any hor- 
ror, they did not spare themselves any fatigue, they called no 
service beneath them whereby they could relieve a pain. 
Among these heroines our Pussy was foremost. Those blue 
eyes of hers became stars of hope to many a poor fellow, and 
her ministering hands seemed to have the very gift of healing 
in them. She overlooked the stores sent by the Sanitary 
Commission, and saw that they were wisely kept and adminis- 
tered. She wrote to the North for whatever was wanting, 
and kept her patients well and carefully clothed, fed, tended, 
and nursed. Many letters passed between her and Emily in 
this labor of love, and many a nice package of shirts and 
stockings came down to her from Emily’s Fifth Avenue 
sewing association. So these two girls were united in the 
service of their country. 

And, in this war, it was the women, no less than the men, 
that saved the country. If there had not been hundreds of 
thousands of brave women who did as Miss Emily and our 


Pussy did, thousands of dear and precious lives must have 
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been wasted, and the war could not have come to so glorious 
an end. 

Well, peace came at last. How glad we all were! And 
all our generals and colonels came North again, and laid aside 
their titles, and went to work at their farms and merchandise 
as quietly as though nothing had happened. But the people 
where Pussy lives still persist in calling her brother General, 
and his coat with the gold star on it is hung up with his 
sword in the little cottage where our story began. 

As to Pussy, she. has married lately, and gone to live in 
New York. She lives ina nice brown-stone house in Fifth 
Avenue, not far from Miss Emily, and the two girls are more 
intimate than ever. People do say that the General, Pussy’s 
brother, is going to marry Miss Emily, and so they will by 
and by be sisters. I can’t say certainly as to that; I only 
know that they are a great deal together ; and on the whole, 
if my young folks will have it so, I guess we will finish up our 
story that way. 

It is agreed that Pussy is always to spend her summers at 
the old homestead where she first saw the light, where the 
bright pussy-willow bush tassels out early in March under the 
chamber windows, and the old grandmotherly ferns, with their 
woolly nightcaps, peep out to see whether it will do to unroll 
and come up into this upper world. 

Pussy is right, for the good fairies dwell in these quiet coun- 


try places. Do you want to see one, my dear Charlotte or 
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my blue-eyed Mary? Well, the next time you. get a chance 
to look down into a clear spring, or a deep well all fringed 
with ferns, if the water is very still and clear, perhaps you 
will see one smiling and looking amiably at you. 

Now remember to be a good girl, and live to help other 
people. Begin by being, as Pussy was, a kind, helpful daugh- 
ter to your dear mother, who has done more for you than you 
have any idea of ; and remember that your happiness consists 
in what you give and what you do, and not in what you re- 
ceive and have done for you. 


And now good by. 
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THE MINISTER’S WATERMELONS. 


RUSSELL EAICHAROS ON-SC 


er Aira Beal. 


T was a proud day in my life when I first counted myself 

as an academy boy in Highland Academy. 

Highland was about as still and dreamy a little village as 
one could see among the White Mountains; but it was a 
grand, lively metropolis, compared to Blueberry, where my 
tender years were spent, and where [ acquired sufficient pri- 
mary knowledge to enable me to graduate into Highland 


Academy. 
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I remember now my emotions, as, seated on the top of the 
stage, with a very ancient and dilapidated hair trunk as the 
repository of my worldly goods, we came dashing into High- 
land ina glorious cloud of dust, which the setting radiance of 
the afternoon sun illuminated with splendor. ‘Here we go,” 
thought I, as two dogs barked, and some roosting hens flew 
down and cackled, and a cat ran away from before us, and 
a flock of geese opened their beaks, and flapped their wings, 
and hissed, and the driver cracked his whip, and the clerks 
of the one country store, where the post-office was kept, came 
and stood out in the porch, while a half-dozen boys sat on a 
fence and waved their hats. ‘This is something like life,” 
thought I, and my breast heaved, as I thought of the confined 
stillness of Blueberry, which was nine miles from any stage 
station. 

The academy I surveyed with awe. It was quite as big as 
our meeting-house, and had a bell on it, which our meeting- 
house did not have. My heart fluttered and thumped when 
I was set down at Deacon Jones’s. I was now, as my father 
and mother had reminded me, in a long talk the evening be- 
fore, going to begin life for myself. 

I ordered down my hair trunk and paid my fare with a high 
sense of responsibility. Deacon Jones stood on the doorstep, 
—a little, thin, wiry man, with a long, sharp nose, attired in 
a fluttering red calico dressing-gown. He was, at the moment, 
contemplatively chewing a long bit of straw, for which he ap- 


peared to have a relish. 
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When I gave him a letter from my father, and stood wait- 
ing, trunk in hand, he opened it with great crackling, wiped 
his spectacles a great many times, and read it over as if he 
found difficulty in making it out, and then, contemplating me 
through his spectacles, he drawled out, — 

“Wal, I calculate we can take you. You'll have to go into 
No. 2. Miss Jones’ll show you the way. Miss Jones,” he 
continued, turning round, with a flutter of the red double 
gown, “there aint but one boy in No. 2, is there?” 

An anxious, hot-looking woman came out of some inner 
apartment, and, taking a hasty glance at me, said, “ This way, 
if you please,” and I followed, with my hair trunk on my 
shoulder, up an echoing pair of bare, painted stairs, into a 
large front room, the windows of which, on one side, opened 
upon two large maple trees, and on the other upon a glorious 
blue vista of mountains. 

There was one boy already there, and two more expected. 
Jimmy Seaforth, the present occupant, was a little, white- 
haired, blue-eyed, gentle-spoken fellow, who seemed to look 
up to me with a sort of apprehension as I came in. This 
rather flattered my self-importance, and forthwith a friendship 
was struck up between us, and we agreed to be bedfellows, 
whoever else might come to occupy the other bed. 

I felt very grand, as I took out my Latin books, and 
arranged them strikingly on the shelf, instructing Jimmy, all 


the while, and giving him the benefit, gratis, of the wisdom 
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and sage counsel with which my father, and mother, and 
aunts had filled my head, on the grand and solemn occasion 
of my entering Highland Academy. 

-I examined him concerning his studies, gave him the bene- 
fit of my opinion in a most liberal manner, and promised to 
stand by him in case of any emergency. Jimmy was naturally 
of a timid, apprehensive disposition, and took to twining 
around me as naturally as a youthful bean-vine takes to a 
friendly bean- pole. 

The next day, we were examined and classed. I was to 
begin Virgil with three other boys and two girls. Myra Jones 
was one, and Lucy Sewell the other. Myra was large-boned, 
dark-complexioned, with a big, heavy waist; but Lucy Sewell 
was slender and golden-haired, with great blue eyes, and 
cheeks like a sweet pea. She was the minister’s oldest daugh- 
ter, and the very first sight of her filled me with the strangest 
mixture of pleasure and discomfort I had ever experienced. 
I remembered, with horror, that, in my haste in dressing 
that morning I had put on a shirt-collar with a streak of 
smut upon it. “Who cares?” I thought, as I stood before 
the looking-glass. But then I did not know that I was to sit 
side-by-side with Lucy in the Virgil class. 

We all had to read and construe in turn, and this miserable 
bit of smut on my collar became so active in my imagination 
that I could hardly get my moods and tenses right, and I made 


one or two mistakes, which further covered me with confusion, 


THE MINISTER’S WATERMELONS. 133 


I knew the first book in Virgil almost by heart, and was 
burning to distinguish myself, but I was so harassed by this 
little fiend, that I was actually puzzled to translate one of the 
most familiar phrases. There was a movement and a flutter 
next me, as of dove’s wings, and Lucy Sewell considerately 
knocked down a book, and, as she stooped to pick it up, she 
whispered the right phrase in my ear. 

It set me straight. I recovered myself, grew more com- 
posed, and went through with credit. I looked up to thank 
my good angel, but Lucy was blushing redder than I, with 
her eyes fixed in most innocent ignorance on her Virgil. 

Her portion of the lesson was construed charmingly; so 
was Myra’s; and Myra turned out to be a first-rate comrade, 
and a real jolly girl—a fine bit of the good, hearty prose of 
life; but Lucy was its poetry. 

When school was out, I tried to express, in my best style, 
my thanks for her kindness. 

* Kindness, Mr. Somers!” she said; ‘not at all.” 

“Mr. Somers!” and by those pretty lips. At home, in 
Blueberry, I was only plain Bill Somers. I felt taller and 
grander at once; yet somehow I felt myself blushing like 
a girl, but Miss Lucy was as quiet and cool as the white linen 
collar round her throat. The girl is always mistress of the 
situation at that age. Lucy, I found afterwards, was only a 
month or two younger than myself, but full a year older, in 


womanly gravity. 
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Nevertheless, she let me carry her Virgil and dictionary for 
her, and walk beside her home, the most delighted of indi- 
viduals. 

I went to my room, feeling grand and heroic; rushed to 
the looking-glass, examined the state of my whiskers care- 
fully, and remarked to Jimmy that the way the hair did grow 
on my cheek and chin was astonishing! It was really neces- 
sary to shave every day; and Jimmy admired me accordingly. 
I studied my Virgil like a hero, overwhelmed Jimmy with 
good advice and sage counsels till a late hour that night, and 


went to sleep, feeling that 


‘“‘ Life is real, life is earnest.”’ 


I wrote home to my mother that week a letter filled with 
the most profound moral reflections, which the dear woman 
carried in her pocket, and read over at least a dozen times 
a day. On Sunday, I recorded punctually, for her edification, 
the heads of Mr. Sewell’s two sermons; and my behavior at 
church was attentive and edifying in the extreme; the more 
so that Lucy Sewell, all in white, and with a wonderful littie 
bonnet garlanded with sweet peas, sat in the singers’ seat, and 
I thought now and then gave me a friendly look, as I sat 
bending over my notes. That first week was a glorified one, 
but alas — 

Well, what of the alas? 


You shall hear. 


(Cop ea Gade OY a ad i he 


OR the first two weeks I had it all my own way in No. 2, 
and fancied that I was getting to be quite a virtuous 
hero. Jimmy looked up to me, and I explained his lessons 
to him, and gave him all sorts of wise counsel, and I looked 
up to Lucy, and Lucy was gracious to me. 

I had taken my stand as one of the best scholars in school, 
and the master gave me approving glances. The minister 
cast benignant eyes on me, when [ stood lounging at his front 
gate under the sugar maples, of an evening, and talked over 
it to Lucy. Sometimes he would look out of his study win- 


d 


dow and say, “Come in, my son,” and then I came and sat 
on the front steps. It was so pleasant to hear Lucy call me 
Mr. Somers, and ask my opinion about the last poem of the 
day, and to hold grave discussions with her on all sorts 
of subjects. 

Punctually on Wednesday evening I called to walk with 
her to the weekly evening lecture, sat by her side and sung 
out of the same hymn-book. I regarded myself as far along 


in my pilgrimage of virtue, established in a sort of Palace 
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Beautiful, and Lucy figured in my eyes as the fair damsel 
named Discretion, who kept the door. I did not know how 
near to the Palace Beautiful of boys often lies the Valley of 
Humiliation, but into this valley it was my fortune to make 
a pretty rapid descent. | 

There were rumors that two more boys were expected in 
No. 2; and one night, when I sauntered in from my evening 
stroll, I found Tom Danforth in possession. 

“Why, isnt El Vinton here?’ the said, |) Prexpectedaas 
find him.” 

I had n’t even heard of El Vinton, and said so. 

“Not heard of him! Why, he’s one of your Beacon Street 
mags,” said Tom. ‘ His father lives in a palace right opposite 
the Frog Pond, there on Beacon Street, El’s jolly; he’s up 
to every thing that’s going. Wewere in the Latin School 
together. I came here to chum with him.” 

“Why doesn’t he stay in the Latin School, then?” said I, 
not well pleased with the idea of this Boston mag, as Tom 
called him. 

“Well, El’s up to too many tricks, you see. The fact is, 
he’s been blowing a little too strong, and his governor is 
going to rusticate him. Sent him here because it’s such a 
sweet little innocent place. El says he don’t care a darn; he 
can have jolly times anywhere.” 

And sure enough, that evening El came down in state and 
style on the top of the stage, and took possession in our quiet 


chamber with an abundance of racket. 
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“ Hello, fellows! Who’s here?” he said, when he broke 
into the apartment. ‘‘ You—what’s your name?” 

“Somers is my name,” I said, endeavoring to maintain that 
mild dignity of demeanor which I had read about in story- 
books. 

“My dear fellow, don’t attempt that style,” he said, as he 
seated himself on the table among my Latin books, and 
swung his feet in a free-and-easy manner. ‘Cultivate sim- 
plicity, my son, and tell your grandfather your name, like a 
good boy.” 

I couldn’t help laughing. Tom and Jimmy laughed, too, 
and I felt rather uncomfortable as I said, ‘“‘ Well, my name is 
William.” 

“Well, then, here we all are, —Tom, Bill, Jim, and your 
humble servant, E] Vinton,” he said; ‘just a jolly room full. 
Now hand out the toothbrush mugs, or whatever drinking 
weapons you’ve got, and let’s drink to better acquaintance. 
Tom, haul that hamper this way. Let’s make friends with 
these natives. I’m abominably thirsty.” 

In a moment a bottle of claret was produced from a well- 
stuffed hamper, the top dexterously knocked off with a skil- 
ful blow by El Vinton, and we were discussing crackers, and 
cheese, and claret with our new friend. 

Now, in my native village of Blueberry, I had signed a 
temperance pledge, and at first I had some faint scruples, and 
said that I never took wine, but the new ruler of the apart- 


ment put me down with, — 
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«Ah, now, my boy, don’t come the moral dodge, — nothing 
but weak red ink, you know! -I knew the grub here’d be 
abominable, and so I came stocked, — and share all round’s 
my motto, —nothing that can intoxicate, of course,” he 
added, with a wink at Tom Danforth. 

Tom laughed, and seemed to think this was a capital joke. 

Altogether we two innocent country boys seemed to be 
taken possession of by the new occupants of the room. Boys 
have the phrase ‘“ Coming it over one,” and, like most phrases 
coined out of life, it expresses a real fact. Elliot Vinton 
“came it over’? us both the very first evening, and settled 
himself as lord paramount in our apartment. 

We certainly passed a very merry evening, and Elliot made 


himself most entertaining, recounting scenes and exploits of 


g, 
wild school-boy life in Boston, and Tom chorused the laugh 
always. 

To be sure I could not help feeling, sometimes, that Elliot's 
jokes bore rather hard on poor folks. For example, he told, 
with great gusto, how they served an oysterman, one night, 
in Boston. In those days the oystermen used to cry the oys- 
ters through the streets of an evening. They commonly had 
a bag of shell oysters over their shoulder, and a pail full of 
opened oysters in their hand, so as to serve out either on 
demand of their customers. 

“This was the way we fixed ’em,” said Elliot. “Tom and 


a lot of fellows stood round a corner holding the ends of a 
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stout line, with a strong codfish hook in it. I takes this in 
my hand and walks up to him just as he comes past the 
corner. 

‘““* Hollo, mister,’ says I, ‘I want some of your oysters there 
in that air pail.’ I had a little pail in my hand, as if I had 
come out to buy. At the same time I struck the cod-hook 
into his bag. 

“Down came his bag on the sidewalk, while he stooped 
to open his pail. Whisk went the bag up the street. 

“¢ Hollo! what’s that?’ says he; and he started off after it. 
But away went the bag round the corner. The minute his 
back was turned I caught the pail and was off round another 
corner. You ought to have seen how funny the old fellow 
looked. His old coat-tails flapped, and he flew round and 
round like a cat after her tail. He grabbed right and left — 
no bag, no pail—one gone round one corner, and one round 
the other before you could say Jack Robinson. Oh, it was 
funny!” 

Now, when a set of boys are eating crackers, and drinking 
claret, and laughing, and the laugh once gets going, it is hard 
to stop it, and I laughed over the story with the rest, but with 
a sort of misgiving at my heart. 

I felt as if I ought to say something, and finally I cleared 
my throat and said, ‘“‘ But after all it wasn’t doing quite the 
fair thing, was it? Poor old fellow!”’ 

“Oh, these oystermen get no end of money,” he said, care- 
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lessly. ‘They build houses and own whole blocks. They 
can afford to give us boys a joke, now and then. Besides, 
I made it up to him. We bought oysters every night of him 
for six months.” 

“ But that did n’t pay him for those you stole,” I said. 

“Stole! We didn’t steal. We only sooked them, my 
son,” said Elliot, with a toss of his curls and a patronizing 
smile. ‘There’s all the difference in the world between 
hooking and stealing, my boy. Nobody ever calls such 
scrapes stealing!” : 

Elliot had such a condescending, knowing air of explaining 
things to us, and then his whiskers were full grown, and he 
had a decided moustache, and sported a gold watch, with an 
elegant chain, and altogether seemed so much a man of the 
world, that there is no wonder we let him lay down the law 
LOWES: 

After the claret came a roll of cigars, and he handed one 
all round. 

‘“T never smoke,” said I. 

“Time you did, then,” he said, tilting back in his chair and 
lighting his cigar luxuriously. ‘‘ Must be a first time for 
every thing, my boy.” 

Jimmy looked up in an undecided way to me, and I played 
with my cigar carelessly, while Elliot and Tom were soon 
puffing magnificently. 


“You'll have to smoke in self-defence, my dear fellow,” 
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said Elliot, laughing. “You may as well have your own 
smoke as ours.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind a cigar, now and then, just for com- 
pany,” said I, carelessly lighting mine. 

Jimmy upon this lit his, and the room was soon blue with 
smoke. Now I had solemnly promised my mother not to 
smoke, and the thought of this promise came rather uneasily 
into my mind, but I said to myself, “A fellow does n’t want 
to be a wet blanket — so just for this once!” 

Pretty soon Jimmy began to look pale, and after a few 
uneasy minutes rushed to the chamber-window and began 
vomiting. 

“ Give him a stiffner, Tom,” said Elliot; and Tom drew 
out of the hamper a flask of brandy, and adroitly mixed a 
stiffner of brandy and water, which Elliot administered with 
a paternal air, making Jimmy lie down on the bed. 

Never mind; my boy;‘you re green,” he’ said.; “*Yensell 
set used to it after a little. Always make a fellow sick at 
first. Gracious me, how sick my first cigar made me! I think 
I was about your age. Here, set the windows open, and give 
him fresh air; and Tom, you and I’ll go down and finish in 
fie streets” 

“Oh, you can’t do that,” said I; “it’s contrary to the rules 
of the academy, and you’d be hauled up at once.” 

BeLOmetiismectominterestine, . saidplly ‘“fothere’ss any 
thing that gives a charm to life, it’s a fight with these Dons. 


I half plagued their lives out in the Latin School.” 
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“Well,” said I, “Mr, Exeter is a pretty resolute fellow. 
It’s a word and a blow with him, and if fellows don’t keep up 
to the chalk mark, he just sends ’em off.” 

“ All the jollier,” said El, ‘ but that sha’n’t hinder my smoke 
the first evening. I aint supposed to know the rules. To- 
morrow, you know, I shall find’em out.” And so saying, El 
and Tom sallied down into the little moonlit street, with their 
cigars in their mouths, walking grandly up and down with 
their hands in their pockets, while I sat, crestfallen and self- | 
condemned, in the window, watching them. 

As they came into the broad glare of the full moon, they 
met Lucy, leading by the hand her younger sister. I remem- 
ber how pretty she looked, all in white, with her head of 
golden curls shining like a mist in the mysterious moonshine. 
I felt myself getting very hot and red, as I sat there in the 
window-seat, thinking how I had been spending my evening. 
There was my lesson unlearned, Jimmy groaning in bed with 
a raging headache, from the brandy and cigar, and I, who had 
thought myself so manly, and felt so sure of my principles, 
and had given him so much excellent advice, had gone down 
before the first touch of temptation ! 

The foolish fear of being thought green had upset all my 
zood resolutions, and made me break all my promises. I 
could n’t help seeing that the desire to appear manly had led 
me to do the most sneaking, wzmanly thing in my life. My 


example had misled Jimmy, and I had lost his respect. 
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In short, I could not help seeing that that one evening had 
made E] Vinton master in our room. For if a man or boy is 
going to hold his own against another, he must begin in time. 
There’s an old proverb, “If you say A, you must say B.” 
If I had been going to keep my temperance pledge and my 
promise to my mother about smoking, then and there, on 
that first evening, was the time to have stood to it. The 
battle had come on and I had shown the white feather the 
very first moment. 

The sight of Lucy made me feel all this the more, because 
in the short time of our acquaintance I had been very con- 
fidential, and told her all about my temperance pledge and 
my promise about tobacco, and she had said how much it in- 
creased her respect for me; and Lucy’s respect was worth 
more to me even than my own. How I did despise myself! 
How mean and cowardly I seemed to myself! 

El and Tom came back in high spirits. 

“We passed a very nice P.G.,” said El. ‘I wonder who 
Bess. 

“Her curls are stunning,” said Tom. 

“That was Miss Lucy Sewell you passed,” said I. ‘She 
is the minister’s daughter.” 

PS hei, dom.Lonkem saith tale fl can find a decent-team 
in this place, I'll trot her out some time this week.” 


The cup of my misery was full. 


CHAPTER Ret 


L VINTON proved to be a good scholar. The Boston 
Latin School generally turned out such, and El stood 
high, even there. 

In truth, he was one of those bright, quick fellows, for 
whom the ordinary lessons of school are not employment 
enough —who can keep at the head of their classes with but 
little outlay of time and thought—and so he soon took a 
high stand in his classes, with very little study. In fact, he 
did not scruple, in our room, to assume the airs of a gentleman 
of elegant leisure. He had a stock of novels, over which he 
lounged easily, while Jimmy and I were digging at our lessons 
with care-worn faces—-and he contrived to do pretty much 
what he chose, spite of monitors, rules, and teachers. 

He was a general favorite with the boys, and more so with 
the girls, who seemed to regard him as a sort of young noble- 
man in disguise. 

There was, however, one exception. Lucy Sewell had a 
clear, cool, distant way of looking at him out of her blue 


eyes, that was quite surprising to him, 
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“ Hang that girl!’ he said, one day, as he stood at his 
glass; “she don’t seem to appreciate me. Well, I must give 
her a drive, and have a little private conversation with her.” 

And El posted off to the only livery stable in town to get 
up what he called a decent turnout. This was two or three 
days after the evening I have described. 

I can’t tell anybody what a wretched, subjugated, kept-down 
kind of life Iwas leading. The fear of E] Vinton’s ridicule, 
and a sort of anxious sense of what he would think of what 
I said and did, embarrassed me day and night. 

Then I was uncomfortable with Lucy, because I felt as if 
I had forfeited all pretensions to her respect; and when with 
her I was constantly wondering what she would think of me, 
if she knew just how miserably weak I had been. 

Added to all this I was wretched to think El Vinton was 
going to take her to ride. It seemed so manly and grand to 
have all the money one wanted, and be able to go to livery- 
stables and order turnouts, and here was I with not a nine- 
pence for spending money! I thought I had money enough 
the two weeks before El came, but now things looked quite 
changed to my view. A week ago, to escort Lucy to the 
Wednesday evening lecture seemed to be all I could ask, but 
now I saw a wider sphere of desire opening before me; and 
when El Vinton came driving up street, that afternoon, bow- 
ing, and kissing his hand to the girls as he passed, in his 


showy buggy, with a fast horse, I felt bitter repinings. 
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“Well,” he said, as he came in that evening, “I’ve got a 
decentish affair, considering the place, and now I shall go and 
engage my girl for to-morrow.” So, after an elaborate ar- 
rangement of necktie, he started over to the minister’s to 
make his call. 

He was gone about half an hour, and then came back in 
a very ill humor. | 

“What time are you going, to-morrow?” said Tom. 

“She won't go at all,” said El. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“Oh, she says her father don’t approve of her riding out 
with young gentlemen.” 

“What an old tyrant!” said Tom. “TI say, El, she might 
meet you accidentally, and he know nothing about it.” 

“Well, that’s just what I proposed to her,” said El. “I 
wish you could have seen her! Why, the girl actually 
seemed to take it as an insult! She stood up so straight, that 
really I thought her feet were going off the carpet, and said 
she was astonished that I should propose such a thing, 
She’s a real prig, that girl is; a regular stiff, green-spectacled 
school-ma’am.” 

“That sounds like sour grapes,” said I, immensely delighted 
with the result of the transaction, and thinking more of Lucy 
than ever. 

“Well,” said El, shaking his shoulders, “I’Il go and ask 


one of those Seymour girls. One of them shook her handker- 
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chief out of the window at me when I drove by this afternoon. 
The loss will be her own —I’m sure / don’t care. If she don’t 
want to ride, I don’t know why I should want to take her.” 

It is the way of our selfish sex, I suppose, but it is a fact, 
nevertheless, that nothing makes a girl’s good opinion more 
precious in our eyes, than to hear that she has been snubbing 
some other fellow. That which anybody may have, we set 
small value on, but thé girl who makes distinctions, if she 
happens to be gracious to us, is forthwith a peg higher in our 
esteem. I had supposed, of course, that El Vinton’s dashing 
air, and his many advantages of person, wealth, and position, 
would carry all before them, and I must say I was surprised 
at his receiving this repulse from Lucy. 

It was Wednesday evening, and I called to ask her to go to 
the lecture. Yes, she would go—and down she came in the 
distracting little white bonnet, with the wreath of sweet peas 
upon it, and we walked off to lecture in the most edifying 
manner. I expatiated on our new room-mate, and tried to 
draw out Lucy’s opinion of him. 

“To be frank with you, Mr. Somers, I do not like Mr. Vin- 
ton,” she said. 

How charming of her! was the immediate language of my 
heart; but I said, ‘‘ Why, he is just the person I supposed 
you would be quite carried away with.” 

“Then you know very little of me or my taste,” said Lucy. 


“‘T have heard a good deal of this El Vinton, and think it is 
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rather a misfortune that he has been sent to our academy. 
He is a rich, fast, drinking, smoking boy, just the one to lead 
young boys astray.” 


J 


“He’s a real jolly fellow,” said I, feeling in honor bound to 
say something. 

‘“‘T dare say he is,” she said, “‘ but I think he is a dangerous 
companion. Then that little Jimmy Seaforth, in your room! 
He is a delicate boy, and his mother is constantly anxious 
about him. She told father all about it. His father died a 
drunkard, and his mother is very anxious lest he should form 
any bad habits. So she sent him here because Mr. Exeter 
is so particular with his boys, to keep dangerous influences 
out of their way. If it were not that yow were in the same 
room with him, I should feel troubled about Jimmy, but you 
will keep him straight, I know.” 

This conversation took place as we were walking home 
from lecture. This commendation from Lucy fell like a 
pound of lead on my heart. I felt like a miserable, degraded 
sneak, as I walked by her side in silence. I was appalled, 
too, by what she told me of Jimmy, for during the fortnight 
following El Vinton’s arrival, Jimmy had seemed quite enkin- 
dled with the ambition to learn to smoke, and was in the habit 
of keeping off the qualmish feelings thus brought on, by the 
aforementioned stiffners of brandy and water. 

The conviction that I had helped to lead him astray, by 


not standing my ground that first night, now became un- 


THE MINISTER'S WATERMELONS. 149 


pleasantly strong in my mind. What a fool I had been! 
Why did I not at frst declare my temperance principles, and 
my promise to my mother. A little firmness then might have 
cost me an effort, but it would have made my after-way easy. 
Now I was every day miserably conscious of being under 
a sort of slavery. I did not smoke very often. I excused 
myself, when invited, on various pleas. It did not agree with 
me. It confused my head. It hurt my eyes, and soon. In 
the same manner I sometimes took a sip of El’s wine, but 
generally apologized for declining it. 

All this did no good. Itwas no testimony to principle, one 
way nor the other. But what frightened me to think of, was 
that Jimmy seemed to be developing a real taste, both for 
tobacco and for drink. How horrid, I thought, if there 
should be a serpent lying coiled up at the bottom of the poor 
boy’s heart, which these things should rouse and strengthen, 
till it should strangle him! 

All this dimly came before my mind as I walked silently by 
Lucy’s side, but I had not courage to tell her the whole story. 
IT thought once or twice I would do it; but it is very 
hard when you see that people evidently have a very high 
esteem for you, to begin deliberately to pull yourself down in 
their eyes. I think Lucy must have wondered what made me 
so absent and silent, for in the conflict of my mind I often 
quite forgot to talk. 

“What in the world has come over you?” said Lucy to 
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me, finally, after I had been standing looking gloomily over 
the gate after she had passed through it that night, and 
turned, as her custom was, for a little farewell chat in the 
moonlight. ‘I can’t think what’s the matter,” she said. 

“T was thinking of Jimmy,” said I. 

“TI knew you would feel it,’ she said, with enthusiasm. 
“JT know Jimmy’s mother, and last week I wrote her how for- 
tunate it was that he had you for a room-mate.”’ 

I could have kicked myself, in the utterness of my self- 
contempt, and I abruptly bade Lucy good-evening, and 


turned away. 


Gri Di Re LV 


HINGS went on in this way for some weeks. Boys, and 
men, too, sometimes, by a single step, and that step 
taken in a sudden hurry of inconsideration, get into a net- 
work of false positions, in which they are very uneasy and 
unhappy, but live along, from day to day, seeing no way out. 
This was my case. I was in false relations with Lucy, feel- 
ing that she thought altogether too well of me, but did not 
have the courage to undeceive her. 

I was in false relations with Jimmy, having assumed the 
part of a true friend to him, and now wanting the steadiness 
and firmness necessary to save him from the dangerous 
courses into which he was entering. 

El Vinton’s whirl of animal spirits, his wit and fun, kept a 
sort of vortex round him, into which it appeared impossible 
to get a serious consideration. The slightest attempt in me 
to say a word of the kind was shouted down by the general 


laugh of the room. 
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My conscience was so stirred by what Lucy had said to 
me, that I tried, as far as I was concerned personaily, to keep 
out of the smoking, and drinking, and violation of school 
rules that went on in our room, and for that I was voted a wet 
blanket, a muff, and sometimes El] would ask me if I intended 
to report them to Mr. Exeter, or the parson. 

The thing came to a crisis in an attack on the minister's 
watermelon patch, as I am about to relate. 

For two or three days Ei Vinton and Tom and Jimmy had 
seemed to have some plan on foot from which I was excluded. 
There was a great deal of chafing and laughing among them, 
and passing of catch-words from one to another; and it was 
evident that something was going on which was not to be 
communicated to me. 

One evening, just at twilight, El proposed that we should 
all go in swimming together in a neighboring pond. The 
evening was delightful — it had been a hot August day — the 
full moon was just rising, and would light our way home. El 
Vinton put his arm in mine, and made himself unusually gra- 
cious and agreeable. In fact, he usually did that, and if he 
had not possessed that easy, jolly kind of way, I think I 
should not have borne as I did the sort of dictation he exer-_ 
cised over us all. 

He rattled, and chattered, and talked all the way to the 
pond, and we had a glorious swim. By the time we started 
to return home, it was broad, clear moonlight, clear enough 


to see to read by. 
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We came along cross-lots, swishing through the high, dewy 
meadow grass, and I gathered, as I went, handfuls of bright, 
spicy wild roses and golden lilies, as a bouquet for Lucy. 
Suddenly we came to the minister’s watermelon patch, and I 
was just going to propose that we should make a circuit 
round it, to avoid tramping the vines, when El Vinton, putting 
one hand on the top rail, swung himself over, saying, — 

“Now for it, boys! Here’s a dessert for us!” 

The boys followed him, and forthwith began, in the bright 
moonlight, sounding the melons. 

Peake care icllows! said) Bl). “I’m the judge of, ripe- 
ness. Don’t cut till I give verdict.” 

“ Boys,” said I, “ what are you doing?” 

“Oh, you’ll see if you live long enough,” said El, coolly 
cutting off one or two fine melons, and taking them to a 
retired spot under a large tree. “ This way, Tom, with that 
one. Jimmy, don’t you cut any; let me cut them.” 

-Bittwesdia te boys, this is too bad: This is Mr. Sewell’s 
patch — the minister.” 

“ All the better,’ said El. ‘‘ Just as if we did n’t know that. 
I wouldn't have taken Deacon Sharpe’s, for I know they 
would give us a stomach-ache; but Mr. Sewell’s are your real 
Christian melons — won't hurt anybody.” 

The boys all laughed as they sat down under the tree, and 
El began cutting up a great, ripe, red melon. I stood 


irresolute. 
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“Perhaps you had better run and tell of us,” said El. 

“T think it’s a shame for you to say that, El Vinton,” said L 
“You know it’s unjust.” 

“Well, so ’tis,’ he said, with a frank, dashing air. “J 
know, Bill, that you are as good-hearted a fellow as breathes, 
and any one that says you are a sneak or a spy, Ill fight 
him. So sit down with us.” 

“But seriously,” said I, sitting down, ‘‘ I must expostulate.” 

‘Well, wet your whistle first,” said El, cutting a great fresh 
piece, and holding it up to my mouth. 

Now, if you imagine a thirsty boy, on a hot August night, 
with a cool, trickling slice of watermelon held right to his lips, 
you will, perhaps, see how it was that I ate my slice of water- 
melon before I was well aware what I did. 

“Goes down pretty well, don’t it?” said El, stroking my 
back. ‘You see there’s nothing like your real orthodox, 
pious melons. Why, I don’t doubt that there’s grace grown 
into these melons that will set us a long way on in saintship.” 
' There was a general laugh at this sally, and I laughed, too, 
but still said, in an uneasy voice, — 

‘“ After all, El, it isn’t handsome to take the minister’s 
melons in this way.” 

“Bless you!” said El, “it isn’t the melons we care for, it’s 
the fun. Let’s see. These melons are worth, say half a dol. 
lar apiece; that’s a liberal estimate. Well, suppose we eat 


six of them; that’s three dollars! What’s three dollars?” 
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he said, with a magnificent slap of his pocket. “Now I, for 
one, am ready to plank down five dollars, this minute, as my 
part of a subscription to get Sewell a concordance, or a cyclo- 
peedia, or set of Shakespeare, or any such thing as folks give 
to ministers; but I want my fun out of him, you see. I want 
my melons in this pastoral way, just when I feel like eating 
‘em,—and enough of them,—and so here goes a roarer,” 
civing a smart slash of his knife across the third melon. 

And so, on and on we went, never knowing that Abner 
Stearns, the parson’s hired man, had his eye at a hole in the 
shrubbery, and was taking an exact account of us. Long 
before we left the fields, Abner had made his way across the 
lots, and detailed to Mr. Sewell the whole that he had seen 
and heard. 

‘There ’s one on ’em, — that are Bill Somers, — Ze seemed 
rather to go agin it, but they would n’t hear to it, and kind o’ 
roped him in among’em,” said Abner. ‘‘ And now, Mr. Sewell, 
if you say so, I can jest go up with you to Mr. Exeter, with 
this ere story, ‘cause I got a good look at every one on ’em, 
and knows exactly who they be, and I can testify on ’em 
slick as a whistle. That air Vinton boy, from Boston, he’s 
the head o’ the hull. I haint never had no great opinion o’ 
him. He’s up to every kind o’ shine, and jest the one to rope 
in other boys.” 

“Well, Abner,” said Mr. Sewell, “I have my own plan 


about this affair, and you must promise me not to say a 
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single word about it to any human being, not even to your 
wife.” 

“That’s pretty well put in, too,” said Abner, “for if I told 
Cinthy, she’d want to tell Dolly Ann, and Dolly Ann, she’d 
want to tell Dolly, and ’t would be all over town afore night.” 

“Precisely so,’ said the minister, “but my plan requires 
absolute silence. I can’t manage without.” 

“Go ahead, Parson Sewell,” said Abner, ‘I’ll be dumb as 
a catfish,” and Abner went home, wondering what the minis- 
ter’s plan was. 

“Lucy,” said Mr. Sewell, coming out of his study, “I think 
we had four nice, ripe melons put down cellar this morning, 
did n't we?” 

“Ves spapa. 

“Well, I’m going to invite the boys over to the opposite 
house to a little melon supper. I’Il bring up the melons, 
and you set out a table, and I’ll go over and invite them.” 

Now as Lucy had particularly friendly feelings towards, at 
least, one boy in the lot, she set about her hospitality with 
alacrity. 

We were coming up the street in the full, broad moonlight. 

“T tell you,” said El, “I’m about as full as I canwag. It’s 
wonderful how watermelons can fill a fellow up. I feel as I 
used to after a Thanksgiving dinner.” 

“So -do-J,” said Tom: “I- could n't’ really cetedaw 


another morse!.” 
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At this moment, as we turned the corner to our boarding- 
_ house, Mr. Sewell stood out plain before us, in the moonlight. 

“Good evening, young gentlemen,” he said, in a bland, 
polite tone. “I’ve been looking for you.” 

Our hearts all thumped, I fancy, a little quicker than be- 
fore, but Mr. Sewell was so calm and polite, it could not be 
that he suspected where we had been. 

“T’ve been looking for you,” said Mr. Sewell, ‘just to ask 
you to step in a few moments and eat watermelons with us. 
We have a splendid lot of nice, ripe watermelons, and I 
thought you gentlemen could help us to put some of them 
away.” 

I saw El give Tom Danforth a look of despair; but of 
course there was nothing to be done but seem highly de- 
lighted and honored, and we followed Mr. Sewell into the 
house and to a table piled with ripe melons, for which, wearied 
and cloyed as we were, we had to feign a boy’s fresh appetite. 

Mr. Sewell was pressing. He cut and carved without 
mercy — would not hear an apology, piled up our plates with 
new slices before we had half demolished the old ones, while 
we munched away with the courage of despair. 

Lucy was there, doing her part of the hospitality in the 
prettiest and most graceful manner possible. 

I had reasons of my own why the feast seemed almost to 
choke me. I had eaten very little of the melons in the lot, 


but the sense of the meanness of my conduct oppressed me, 
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I could not bear to meet Lucy’s eyes—and Mr. Sewell’s 
politeness was dreadful to me. I rather fancy that there never 
was a set of boys who groaned more in spirit over a delicious 
banquet than we over those melons. It was in vain we made 
excuses; feigned modesty, delicacy; said, ‘‘ No, I thank you,” 
and so on. The hospitality was so pressing, and our guilty 
consciences made us so afraid of being suspected, that we 
nearly killed ourselves in the effort. But at last we had to 
stop short of what was provided for us. 

There was a sort of subdued twinkle in Mr. Sewell’s eye, as 
he bade us good-night, that struck me singularly. It was like 
a sudden flash of lightning on a dark night. I felt perfectly 
sure that somehow he knew all about us. I felt my cheeks 
flame up to my hair, and my misery was at its climax. 

When we stumbled home the boys were alternately laugh- 
ing and groaning, and declaring that the parson had caught 
them; but I stumbled into bed, blind and despairing. Oh, 
the misery of utter shame and self-contempt! I really wished 
I had never been born; I wished I had never come to High- 
land Academy; never known Lucy or Mr. Sewell; wished 
that El] Vinton had kept a thousand miles away; and finally 
it occurred to me to wish the right wish which lay at the 
bottom of all,—that I had had sense and manliness enough, 
weeks ago, to begin with my room-mates as I knew I ought 
to go on, and not get into the miserable tangle which had 


ended in this disgrace! 
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I did not sleep a wink that night, and next morning, at five 
o'clock, I was up, and seeing Mr. Sewell out in his garden, I 
resolved to go to him and make a clean breast of it. 

I went and told him I wanted to see him alone, and went 
with him into his study and told him what a miserable, silly 
fool I had been for the few weeks past. 

“T tell you, Mr. Sewell, because I won't play the hypocrite 
any longer,’ I said. ‘‘ Lucy thinks a great deal too well of 
me; and you have been a great deal too kind to me; and I 
thought I might as well let you see just how mistaken you 
had been in me, and what a mean, miserable humbug 
I am.” 

“Oh no, not quite a humbug,” said Mr. Sewell, smiling. 
“Courage, my boy. You’ve made a clean breast of it, and 
now you’ve got down to firm ground, I think. It’s just as 
well to get through this kind of experience while you are a 
boy, if you are one of those that can learn any thing by 
Sm perience. 

“But now I don’t know what to do,” said I. ‘I am wrong 
all round; and seem to have lost the power of doing 
right.” 

“Well, you have made it pretty hard to do right,” he said; 
“but if you’ve pluck enough now, to face about, and to tell 
your room-mates just what you have told me,—that you 
have been going wrong, but that you are determined now to 


do right, and having told them so, if you will keep to it with 


160 THE MINISTER’S' WATERMELONS. 


steadiness for a week or two, you may get back the ground 
that you never ought to have lost in the first place. It’s tre- 
mendously hard to face about when you have been yielding, 
but it can be done.” 

“Tt shall be done,” said I; and I took my hat up and 
walked over to our room, and got the boys together and 
made my speech to them. I blamed nobody but myself. 
I told them I had acted like a sneak; and that I did n’t won- 
der they had no respect for me, but I told them I meant to — 
be done acting like a sneak, and be a man; that I should, for 
the future, keep from drinking and smoking, and breaking, 
school rules, and that if they would join me, well and good, 
but if they did n’t, it should make no difference. 

Mr. Sewell that same day sent for El Vinton and Jimmy, 
and had a talk with them, and matters in our room began to 
wear quite another appearance. 

“T tell you, fellows,” said El Vinton, “it was rather bully of 
the parson not to blow on us. Exeter would have turned us 
out of school in less than no time. And Sewell gave me some 
precious good counsel,’ he added; “and on the whole, I 
don’t know but I’ll make an experiment of the ways of 
virtue.” 

I had a penitential confession to make to Lucy, but she 
took it like an angel. The fact was, she seemed determined 
to make the best of me—a course in which she has per- 


severed ever since. 
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Mrs. William Somers having just looked over this manu- 
script, is of opinion that I have said too much about Lucy; 
but I am not. 

The moral of my tale I leave every boy to make out for 
himself, 
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